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PREFACE. 



Lbt Mr. Garlyle^s journal for 1849 are the 
two following enfiiesr 

^May 17y 1849. — ^Am thinking of a tour 
in Irelimd : unhappily have no call I desire 
that way, or any way, but am driven out 
somewhither (just now) as by the point of 
bayonets at my back. Ireland really i% my 
problem; the breaking • point of the huge 
suppuration which all British and all Euro- 
pean society now is. Set down in Ireland, 
one might at least feel, ' Here is thy problem. 
In God's name, what wilt thou do vrith it2' ^ 

^Noveniber 11, 1849.— Went to Ireland, 
as foreshadowed in the last entry ; wandered 
about there all through July; have half 
forcibly recalled all my remembrances^ and 
thrown them down on paper since my return. 
Ugly spectacle : sad health ; sad humor ; a 
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IV Preface. 

tiling UDJoyful to look bade upoD. The whole 
country figui'cs in my mind like a ragged coat; 
one huge beggai'^s gabai^dine, not patched or 
patchable any longer : far from a joyful or 
beautiful spectacle." 

The remembrances thus set down are here 
printed. The MS. is not one of those which 
were intrusted by Mr. Garlyle to myself It 
consists merely of fragmentary notes, to 
which he attributed no importance. He gave 
it to Mr. Neuberg, who was then acting as 
his secretary; Mr. Neuberg gave it to the 
late Mr. Thomas Ballantyne; by Mr. Ballan- 
tyne it was sold to a Mr. Anderson, fi*om 
whom it came into the hands of the present 
publishers, who, being in possession of the 
property, were free to do with it as they 
pleased; but they were good enough to ask 
my opinion as to the propriety of giving it 
to the world, and I saw no objection to their 
doing so. The Irish problem has not been 
solved since Mr. Carlyle^s visit, nor has it 
been made more easy of solution by the policy 
of successive minbtries, which has been pre- 
cisely opposite to what Mr. Garlyle would 
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have himself recommended. His remarks), 
rough and hasty as they are, cannot be inju* 
riouSy and may possibly be useful. Nothing 
which he wrote has been altered, and noth- 
ing has been suppressed. I have corrected 
the press as far as I have been able, but the 
handwriting is more than usually intiicate. 
A few words are almost illegible, and I have 
not ventured on conjectural emendations. 
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Onslow Gaiu>en8» 
Avra dd, 1883. 
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Chdaea^ 4<4 OoL^ 1849.— I will now, my 
long confused wayfarings of the summer be- 
ing ended, endeavor to write down witli all 
despatch what I can remember of tbem. After 
mudi sorting of paper rubbish, reading over 
of all the Irish letters to my wife and kin* 
dred, and in some measure clearing the decks 
(not for ^action" yet^ alas, no, no I), set about 
this^ whidi I partly consider a clearing of 
my own mind, as some kind of ^ preparation 
for action.** Faooik 
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REMINISCENCES 



OF 



MY IRISH JOURNEY IN 1849. 



Saturday f SOth June^ 1849. — ^After endless 
^ agonies of preparation/' natural to a poor 
stationary, sedentary, biliary, and otherwise 
much-bewildered mortal, about eight in the 
morning I got on board the Chelsea steamer 
here, at the Cadogan Pier; left my poor wife 
gazing sorrowfully after me, and, in a close, 
damp -sunny morning, was wafted swiftly 
do^yn the riven Memory now is a blank 
nightmare till I reach the wooden platform 
swinging on the river just above London 
Bndge, north side, and call earnestly for 
some boatman to take my luggage and tne 
^ to the AdiUme^ at Alderman Stairs." Boat- 
man comes, a ragged, lean, greasy, and sooty 
creature, with huiried toilsome eyes and 
shallow (ihdf chin — ^ a wholesome small nat- 
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8 Aly Irish Journey. 

ure, terribly beaten upon and stunted'' — who 
cheerfully takes me in; zealously descends 
the river with me^ tide against him ; whisks 
his way like a needle through innumerable 
impediments of ships, rafts, barges ; sweating, 
panting, eyes looking still more toilsome, 
jacket doffed, shelf chin still more protruded; 
and at half-past nine reaches the Atidone^ a 
dingy, dirty-looking Dublin steamer (but a 
steamer and mode of travel I had chosen 
agaifi9t my lazy wUJies^ and in obedience to 
my insights and determinations) ; and, after 
lowing round (stewai*d or third-mate at first 
refusing to let down the steps), puts me on 
lK>ard, takes Is. 6d. with protest, the double 
liis far^ and splashes away again about his 
1)iinne88. There am I on board. 

Steamer lying all, to an unexpected degree, 
as if in *a kind of greasy sleep. £2 fare de- 
manded by some landsman interested seems 
the liveliest fact Canaille of various kinds, 
Lish by look, getting itself located in the 
fore-deck; one yellow-faced, roughish, veiy 
alight • made Irish figure in cap, half- drunk, 
ilzas my attention by his endless talk to 
stewards^ eta, seemingly about nothing at all, 
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or next to nothing : a son'owful phenomenon 
often confirmed afterwai^ds. Half-pay-ser- 
geant-looking figure — clean old Lancashire 
physiognomy of fifty (old Indian soldiefTnow 
at Falmouthy as I learned afterwards) — is 
talking insipidities about the news from the 
papers, I forget what Other figures — the 
more spectral in my memory, somewhat like 
spectral flies in a spectral glue-pot ! I was 
very sick in body, perhaps still more so in 
soul ; and had by no means a lively mirror 
of attention to hold up to them. At ten 
o'clock, nevertheless, with unexpected preci- 
sion, a bell rang, the steam mechanism b^;an 
growling, and we jumbled forth on our way. 
To the river-mouth I remember little with 
distinctness; the day had settled iuto gray; 
with more than enough of east %vind, now 
that our own velocity was added to it The 
brick chaos and ship-and-boat chaos of big 
London till after Greenwich lies across my 
remembrance like an ugly indistinct smear^ 
full of noise and confusion, no figure distinct 
in it Passengers, one after one, came on 
board ; at Greenwich a great many soldiers^ 
^ recruits and invalids," Irish both, the latter 
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lO My Irish yaumey. 

fiom India, andj' bad ^ subjects^ mostly^ as I 
learned afterwards — ^tbese come on board at 
Gravesend in great number, drunk many of 
ihem, with or without officers {wWiout it after- 
wards turned out) ; a nasty sight rather. Pi- 
lot-boats hooked themselves astern of us, and 
went shoving through the foam ; sometimes 
as many as four boats at once — ^ pilots look- 
ing out for a job/* favored by the steamers. 
A tall antelope or panther figure in red coat 
(about Gravesend, I think) misses the proper 
boarding-place from his boat ; steps into one 
of these pilot-boats, cool he amid the tumult 
of noises and splashing of spray ; and twists 
gallantly aloft over the stem; dashes the 
spray from self and papers, and, with a brisk 
calmness which I could not but admire, step- 
ped smiling forward to his place, the foredeck: 
a coxporal of foot ; commander he, as I found, 
of the broken military there. An exceeding- 
ly tall, lank, simple-looking Irish gentleman 
came on board thereabouts too, whom I af- 
terwards named to myself the ^ Irish Toots^^ 
(see Dickens). A very short, well-condition- 
ed, Cockney-looking gentleman had likewise 
come. I took him for the captain of these 
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My Irish Journey. ii 

Majesty's forces of ours; but found after* 
wards he was a tourist, ^ looking at all the 
capital cities " — ^Paris last year, Dublin this ; 
he had a small searstore (fix>m which I guessed 
a wife too) ; his big blue eyes, silly as he 
was, had at times a beautiful sorrow in them 
while he sat silent in the evening on deck 
for a while; a rough pug-fuce, tamed into 
perfect peaceable politeness^ had in it an air 
of limited rationality, veracity, and English 
wholesomeness, which pleased ma But I must 
get on ! Somewhere on the river a big fat 
Englishman of fifty stepped on board, burly, 
black, pockmarked, one eye shut (seemingly 
out, but it proved to be in too, on occasion) : 
some trader (one would have hoped, in hacon 
and edibles) to the Plymouth region, I after- 
wards found. Our other cabin passenger, 
wliere entering I noticed not, was an elderly 
Lancashire or Cumberland man, you could 
not say of what quality below a gentleman ; 
feeble-minded, good-humored, his old wrink- 
ly face grew quite blown out at last, the eyes 
almost shut up, by inflammatory regimen of 
whiskey, eta, and want of sleep before the voy- 
age ended. I did not in the least hate, yet how 
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13 My Irish Joum^. 

litfle, either, did I pity, this poor old mao. 
Alas I wrapped up in our own black cares 
(which we ought to conquer, and keep mod- 
erately conquered, if we stood io our post), 
shut up the soul of man fit>m feeling for his 
brother — surely an ignoble state I Let this 
8u£Kce for our ship's loading. I remember 
very vaguely Erith, much more so Southend, 
or rather the natM of ^Southend and its 
long pier" (a Cockney bathing-place). I have 
a dim tini of gray-green country and spectral 
objects enough there rushing past me all that 
day and afternoon. Our captain, an excel- 
lent, civil, able old Welshman, kept aloft on 
the platform ; very obliging when you spoke 
to him. I went twice there with a cigar, 
looked down into the sea of Irish rabble^ and 
b^an to decipher type -faces of the Irish. 
TTBe^gEfboat^ we^passedlnear to tivoor 
three of them ; the dreariest objects I ever in 
this world saw; the ** Girder," "Tongue," 
eta, on their several shoals of those names : 
must keep a light burning at night ; the two 
men have no function else whatever. I sup- 
pose they can eoA terribly, and sleep nearly 
the whole day. Their boats were bobbing 
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and capering in the wild surf; narrow was 
the share otherwise these poor fellows had 
of this Universe. It is a wild expanse of 
shoals and channels, this Thames mouth. I 
had never been on that side of it, at least 
never in daylight, having usually in former 
voyages passed by the Nore. Of Broad- 
stairs and Bamsgate, nothing but a tremulous 
cloudy shadow remaina Ditto of Deal. I 
saw Walmer Castle, Duke of Wellington's, 
looking down on us with wings of planted 
wood ; less memorably some big hotel, per- 
haps more than one, its windows glittering 
in the bleared windy sunset — not beautiful 
to me they, or anything, in that sad mood. 
Dover (lived at twenty-four years before, one 
autumn) looked grim enough in the twilight. 
I could recognize almost nothing of my old 
localities; the new ^entrance of the tunnel'^ 
was not recognizable except as a small 
blotch. How I took tea, etc., and went to 
bed is quite (ibolished from recollection ; too 
well can I recollect the snoring of my one- 
eyed provision friend — whose eating at tea, 
whole chickens and plates of ham vanishing 
before him, I do now recollect I Also that I 
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got up, probably about midnight ; was told 
Vie were opposite Brighton, but could see no 
token of that or of anything but a dim flat 
coast^ with some kind of luminous gleam all 
along where sea met land ; whereupon I had 
to smoke a pipe and descend to my lair 
again. CydQE g. coring still mo re effectively 
now; sddom ornever heard such snoring^ 
-which was not a itream^ diastole and sys tole^ 
but a whdrlpaol rather, or system of w hirl* 
pools, bottomless maelstroms and san dy sy rtis 
conjoined (ah me 1), for the man was nearly 
suffocated by cloud-curtains and by vanished 
plates of ham. I have a dim but certainreo^ 
oUection of jumping out of my bed or draw- 
er at last, indignantly dashing his curtains 
open, with some passionate demand to ^ cease 
that beastly gurgling and gluddering, in the 
name of all the devils P Whereby at last 
my heavy Provisional friend did awake ; and 
I fell asleep and heard no more of him for 
that night Poor fellow I not a bad creature, 
after all. There seemed a kind of healthy 
banter in him, a merry vivid eye; probably 
an excellent dealer in bacon, praiseworthy as a 
citizen of 1849 ; but he did eat ex- 



mmmm^mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm 



My Irish Journey. 15 

cessivdy, and his snoring was to me at once 
hateful and terrible — ^poor fellow, after all ! 

Sonday morning (Ist July) at seven came 
on deck: beautifiilly sonny morning; Isle of 
Wight, Ventnor region lying dose at hand, 
and the ship motionless waiting for the turn 
of the tide. Wind had gone roond from east 
to west in the night: we hung for about an 
hour with little, at first with next to no mo- 
tion, opposite that southwest region of the 
little island* The spedal localities, none of 
which were known to me beforehand, I did 
not get committed to memory. A strag- 
gling hamlet (perhaps about Dunnose, I 
can't now find on the map any name that 
fixes itself as the name then given me) with 
a kind of bay and clayey unbeautiful coasts, 
this stood distinct; less so other struggling 
human objects; and now only Ventnor it- 
self figures as absorbing the whole vivid 
past of the scena A steepish slope, very 
green, but rather treeless ; houses and little 
gardens sprinkled over a good part of it, 
connected by oblique paths; grass sur£Eice 
very beautiAil everywhere, shrubberies ap- 
parently flourishing. A pleasant group of 
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dwellings hung out there against the morn- 
ing sun; and one of them, I know not 
which, had been John Sterling's last dwell- 
ing I I looked intently, with many thoughts. 
Bonchorch not visible now; had it been? 
I knew also (what was curious to think of) 
that John Forster, little dreaming of my 
whereabout, was in one White's at Bon- 
church, down from London that very morn- 
ing. Far elsewhither was I bound. With 
eye or with glass^ looking never so intently, 
I could discover no human or even living 
figure ; which proves perhaps that our dis- 
tance was greater |han the short distance it 
appeared to be. '^ Toots," very loquacious 
when he could get a chance, came talking 
about Dr. McHale of Tuam ("^ Chuam " he 
called it) and Nangle of Achil Island ; and 
how jTohn had " cursed them all with bell, "^ 
book, and candle,'' e ta, which I shook off, / 
not believing it at all literally, in spite of ^ 
Toots's evident hana Jides^jund wishing in- 
deed to se e Ventnor ra ther than it. After 
^entnor, talk with the hidf-pay sergeant-ma- 
jor; Wight now flitting faster by us, the 
ship bmng under full movement again. Of 
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Indian soldiering; mainly about the eoo- 
nomicsy difficulties^ eta, of locomotion for 
armies ; but, above all things, the jprice^ of 
articles in the various markets, allowances 
o^ grog — what you could gef^ and pocket or 
swallow, by your soldiering in India — ^this 
was the theme of my half-pay sei^eant A 
most healthy practical man; simplicity it- 
self, and yet aavair-faire enough ; tough as 
leather, and a stroke in him (I could see) 
like that of a quarter -staff of oah Man 
worth remembering ; told me of his pensions, 
promotions, appointment now (to some mili- 
tary charge of a district, I think) at Fal- 
mouth — ^ as good as one hundred pounds in 
all, sir, which is very well, you see ;" more 
total absence of bragging — nay, of self-con- 
sciousness or of any unwholesome element — 
it was impossible to see or figure. Soldier- 
ing like working, in such men ; strong both 
ways, as native oak : the strongest kind of 
men. After Wight, Needles, eta (terribly 
worn, almost dilapidated and ruinous, ugly- 
looking), had rapidly flowed' past — ^perhaps 
before ten o'clock, the coast left us ; Souths 
amptou, eta, fSar in the distance, passed un- 
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noticed, and I think I must have taken to 
read Qaaker Pim ^a ho pk on Irelan d^ which 
elae passed unnoticed. Or perhaps I went 
to sleep? Probably that wm it? Tes^in 
my note-book (pencil) it is marked so—'' fell 
asleep on deck a little in the sun towards 
noon.** 

N. R After three days more there is not 
even a pencil scrap, nothing but the letters, 
to help me to decipher what was the exact 
day of this or that occurrence still remem* 
ba«d by me. 

It turned out now there had a man been 
hA last night The good old captain so re- 
ported it On Saturday evening, most of 
the poor Irish wretches of ''invalids'' got 
more or less completely drunk ;nBome^ of 
them, eve n on entering, had needed no co m- 
pleting. One of them, a lean, angrpT^is- 
guided, entirely worthless- looking creature, 
gge p erhaps forty, came stag gering upon the 
quarter -deck, and made a t urn ^ere ; turn 
n early completed, he came right upon the 
qtptain, who of cou CTgordOTed~him off— 
which OTder, tho ugh_gyen miHly enough, 
ti>6 poor drunk w retch felt to be insulting 
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to his h onor, imd swore fiercely not to com}jy 
f "^th. A scuffle had ensued (captain^s hand 
got^Hwisted ") ; all of us started up to con- 
jure the poor wreteh, eta; he did then turn 









off, abashed, perhaps repentant — ^had taken 
more drink for consolation ; was ^ last seen 
about midnight:^ it was now he that was 
never to be seen more I The Irish physiog- 
nomies I studied often from the upper plat- 
form. Besides my yellow fiiend with the 
cap, I had made out some five or six ^ pe> 
physiognomies , wh ich I could recogni ze^is 
specimens of Ldsh classes oi faces ; th ere wm 
the ^ngry-bewildered, for instance the p oor 
wreteh that went over boa rd, or a sti ll better 
yet left on boa rd — a lean, withered show of a 
creature _with hanging brows, droop -nose^ 
m outh^ corners droopingTcEm narrow, n^ 
jO w e yes ftfll of sorrow and rag e : " I^have 
a right to be here, sir ; I want my ratipiLrL 
said he once. There was there a blond big 
tiger-fiEice (to whom I lent a light for his 
pipe); this is of mixed breed, I think a 
North-country &ce: noble possibility quite 
marred. Irish sailor at the helm in wig 
and storm -hat; bulky, with aquiline face 






20 My Irish Joum^. 

and dosed mouth ; wild, cunning little eye : 
like Jock McDonald of my early yeara Ah 
me I These fiices are still veiy clear to me ; 
and were I a pwiter, I could draw them. 
Others^ one or two, not thought of again till 
now, have got erased. I was struck, in gen- 
eral, with the air of faculty miabred and 
gone to waste^ or more or less ^^ excellent 
possibility much marred,^ in almost all 
these facesL The man had found himself 
so enveloped in conditions which he deemed 
mifSEor, which he had revolted against, but 
had not been able to conquer, that he had, 
so to speak, last his way: a sorry sight the 
troffedy of each of these poor men. But here 
too, surely, is a ^ possibility f if the Irish 
£Eunilty be good, you can breed it, put it 
among conditions which are fair, or at least 
fiiirer. 

^Portland Bill:^ it was on awakening 
fixHn one of my deck sleeps, well on in the 
afternoon, that this object, a muddy- beach* 
ed little island, I found ; perhaps an island 
only at high tide — shaped rather like a bat- 
y% ^ tie MJT—was that the origin of the 
V^ namet From this point the coast 
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continued our neighbor again. By degrees 
Dorsetshire passed, and then Devonshire with 
its gnarled rocks (as if they were whinstone or 
limestone, and Scotch rodks) winded rapidly 
off, as the evening sank — ^viewless now, damp, 
and rather windy, as we were running into 
the teeth of the breeze. Many caves^ gnarl- 
ed promontories, rock islets ; trim houses and 
fields, no human creature visible; a silent 
English Sabbath country — ^like the dream 
of a Sabbath. Mate^ of whom anon, points 
out Plymouth light in the thickening dusk ; 
past ten we make the light; Breakwater 
with its red lamp, with its sudden calm 
sea, and tumult of boats. We were in 
some most dark, strait place, with rain be- 
ginning, and they called it Plymouth Har- 
bor. Toots's talk to me, while the bustle 
went on, about an Irish lord (just dead ?) 
and his brother, transcendent blackguards^ 
beautiful once, dance or dinner of innumer- 
able improper females in London once — 
pity rather that I have forgotten that ; but 
of Toots who could do anything but forget ? 
Smooth-flowing, shallow, shameless river of 
talk ; always in one or two minutes^ when I 
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could not bodily get away from him, my 
thougbts did fiEur away. These transcendent 
Irish lords were connected somehow by 
marriage with the late Doke of Gordon. 
Of my night in this harbor there remains 
yet sad memorial ; in a scrawl of a letter be- 
gan about midnight to my wife I Enough 
here to record the stages or chief epochs: 
1. To bed very sleepy. Toots and the Lan- 
cashire Non-significanty talking serious jar- 
gon for about an hour in the cabin, wouldn't 
let ma I remember the poor Cockney tour- 
ist had been asking ^ for a pen f remember- 
ed postK>ffice hsre^ and started up to write 
by way of deliverance from that ear- tor- 
ment 3. Writing with ear- torment still 
tDorm near at hand, my Provisional friend 
(O Heaven I I thought he had been gone, 
never to .snore more) stepped in, evidently 
full of food and porter. At sight of him I 
ttart^ can write no fiirther; lock up my 
writing -case^ wait impatiently that Toots 
and Non • significant would end. 8. Try 
bed again; can't at alL Toots and Non- 
significant stumble in, rain patters on the 
ded^ Provisional friend takes to morinff — 



My Irish yaurtu^. 23 

"blubber — gargle — gladder P I start up 
and don my clothes; find in the cabin too 
a poor under-steward snoring, loadly but 
hamanly, and have not the heart to awa- 
ken him. Uncertain what to do, fly on deck, 
smoke (ander my umbrella), try no< to de- 
spair; find at last a side cabin with nothing 
in it but rubbish of dothes, a sofa, and an 
open window; fling myself down there, 
thanking Heaven, and fall sound asleep — 
till eight next morning. 

Monday^ 2d July. — All busy when I came 
on deck ; sunny morning ; boxes^ bales^ per- 
sons getting or got on boai*d; soon sail; 
have seen nothing of Plymouth; see little 
even of the harbor except confusion of ropes 
and ships ; size of it guessable at less than I 
expected. Tract of town (Catwater they 
called it?) stretching back on the right as 
we sailed out; buildings like public store- 
houses or official houses farther down ; two 
neat women step hurriedly on board there. 
MisventuToxxs Irishwomen, giving up their 
\ plan of emigration to Australia, and cowei*- 
' ing back to Ennis in Glare, as I afterwards 
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learned; BisterSy Misses Hewit by nama 
Breakwater a stone glacis, with light-tower 
(perhaps cannon-tower too) and small es- 
planade at the end, some frigates scattered 
about; it was Plymouth Sound; pretty 
enougli in the summer morning after such 
a night Various new figures now on board ; 
new prey to Toots. I spoke to none ; hoped 
they would leave at Falmouth, where we 
were to calL Sick gentleman in big wicker 
cradle lay on the deck ; poor fellow ! ^ pai*- 
olytic in the lower extremities,^ going to 
Dublin for sui^ry, attended only by a 
rough down of a servant; his eyes looked 
mild and patient, though sad ; intelligent 
white face; age probably about thirty-five; 
they shifted him round out of the sun ; not 
to embarrass him, we had to forbear look- 
ing at his cradle or him. 

Cornish coast^ as that of Devonshire had 
been, gnarled, rocky ; indented all along, han 
bor and sound (when once you had ^ open- 
ed ** it)— at the bottom of each little bay 
*^ Pol** something or other, when you asked 
the name. An interesting event to me. 
Looe: ''That is Looe," that strait^ hardly pe^ 



wmm 



My Irish yourtuy. 25 

ceptible crack or notch ia the rocks there. 
Poor C. Buller, poor old years of his and 
mine I Fowey-ha]*bor entrance was marked 
by white spots, a couple, painted on the 
ix>cks; not find it otherwise. Toota preying 
on the new-comers. ^Hum-m-m. Dram-nMnT 
with a stix>ng Irish intonation in it Many 
tnm sloops of one pattein, with red sails and 
conspicuous label (** P. H. No. 1/' eta ? some- 
thing like that) were nimbly cutting about : 
" Pilchaixl-boats, sir I" x\ll busy here, crowd- 
ed steamer crossed us on the left; pleasure- 
trip, Falmouth — to the Eddystone probably. 
Half-pay sergeant did the honoi's of the coast 
as we approached his new home ; has liber- 
ty, seemingly, of the quarter-deck, but feeds 
and sleeps in some region of his own. About 
noon, or after, passed St Mawes, and on the 
left passed Pendennis — Falmouth ; and moor 
there "for about an hour** — which proved 
two hours and more. 

I might — had 1 foreseen that latter fact — 
have gone ashoro to see ** Barclay Fox" and 
Co., if nothing better ; nay, I was near going, 
had my foot on the ladder towards a boat) 
but in the scrambling tumult gave it up 
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agaiOi and decided to stay and look about 
me, and pensively smoke and consider. John 
Sterling's bouse was there too ; but nobody 
could tell me which; though one, a brisk 
young damseli did point out the warehouse 
of the FoxeSy a big house near the sea Fal- 
mouth might contain thi*ee or four thousand 
souls (as the look suggested to guess); it 
hung, pleasantly enough, though much too 
bare • looking, on the slope of the acclivity 
and down close to the sea; reminded me a 
little of Kirkcaldy, except that this was 
squarish in shape, not ^ a long town,'' rather 
a ^ loose town," as I judged : one street near 
the sea, main street I suppose, on the level; 
the sloping thoroughfares I judged to be 
mostly lanea The country looked bare ; the 
harbor, land-locked, is beautiful, and, if deep, 
must be excellent Assisted down to screen 
the poor invalid gentleman in his cradle from 
the hot windless sun ; fixed up my own um- 
brella over him, which the clown afterwards 
told me, in confidential gratitude, was ^a 
graat suppoart'' Sent a card ashore to Fox ; 
admired the dean, sturdy, clearlooking boat- 
men; watched their long, dangerous loading 
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and disloading. Toots had gone, Provision- 
al friend (0 joy !) had gone ; hoped we should 
now have a stiller time. About two the 
steam growled again, and we got under way, 
close to the little pleasant Castle of Penden- 
nis this time, a trim castellated height, with 
trim paths, eta (one company in it) Sergeant 
Half-pay had said) ; and so again out to the 
open deep. 

Our two Irishwomen, ^from Ennis, iu 
Clare,*' with their clean summer bonnets 
(mere clean calico, folded full over paste- 
board, with a tack or two; much admired 
by me), had come to the quarter-deck ; wish- 
ed evidently to be spoken to ; were by me 
after othei*s of us. Father had been a lieu- 
tenant of ^foot with pension, mother too with 
pension ; both being dead, resoui*ces were all 
out; pai*8on had advised emigi'ation, ^fi*ee 
passage to Australia" was certain if we would 
deposit jS12 in advance; deposited, sold off, 
came to Plymouth, found the ^ free passage ^ 
a passage among parish paupei's, and shriek- 
ed (of course) at the notion of it I Officera 
had been extremely helpful and polite ; got 
us back, with difficulty, our £12, and here 
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>V6 are, wending our sad way home again ! 
A more distressing story I had not lately 
beard. For both the women — ^ ladies '* you 
could not have hesitated, even in the jioor- 
bouse, to call them — were clearly of superior 
faculty and quality: the elder some forty- 
five perhaps, a rugged, brave-looking woman ; 
the younger delicate, graceful, and even still 
beautiful, though verging towards middle- 
age also. The two imfoitunates, was there 
nothing other for them by way of career in 
the world but this ? The younger was quite 
pleasant company ; but at ^ the Lizard,^ or 
earlier, b^an to grow sick, grew ever sicker, 
and I had to lead her to her place, a horrible 
den called ^ Second Cabin,'' and there leave 
ber sister and hen Hi-nature of the stew- 
ardess, tiff between the good old captain 
and her because of these poor Miss Hewits. 
^ Bring me our basket, pray, sir I Steward- 
ess will give it* you T were the last words 
of the elder from her dark den. Stewardess 
knew nothing of their basket, not she ; old 
captain awoke from his afier^inner nap, re- 
proached the woman for her greedy hard 
character, ordered her to ^know'' the basket, 
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which, with very angry tears, assisted by me 
and my soothing eloquence, the creature at 
last did. Base, in many cases, under cei*tain 
aspects, is the mind of man I 

The "Lizard point** we would pass before 
dinner; stormy place of cliffs, high clifis, 
rough water; I found that in shape it did 
resemble somewhat the head of a lizai'd — at 
least on the western sides it does. We wei*e 
past the " souther'^most land of Britain 
then ; but the tossing of the water did not 
abate as promised. The evening light glared 
wild and sad upon the solitary sea: to the 
LandVend, that was the word now. Coast 
still high and all rock; LandVend stretch- 
ing out black ahead. It was towards sunset 
when we actually reached it ; passed it round 
the light-house, at the distance perhaps of a 
mile. The wildest, most impressive place I 
ever saw on the coasts of Britain. A light- 
house rises on a detached rock, some consid- 
erable space ahead; maqy detached rocks, 
of a haggai'd skeleton character, worn hag- 
gard by the wild sea, are scattei*ed about be- 
tween the light-house and end of the firm 
diS That cluster, where the light-house is, 
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had seemed to roe like the ruius of a cathe- 
dral for some time. Voiy wild and grim, 
impressive in itself and as the notablest of 
British capes. A farm-house, called by sail- 
ors ^ First and Last,'' stands very near to the 
extremity ; farther round to the west are vil- 
lages and many houses visible — ^ mining vil- 
lage,^ you are told ; the promontoiy itself is 
among the highest I have seen (much higher 
than St Bees, I thought) ; sheer and black. 
A boat or two, poor specks of piscatory 
human art, were seen rocking and paddling 
among the angry skeleton rocks in these 
ever-vexed waters ; where they were to lancl, 
or how get up to ^ Fii*st and Last/' one didn^t 
well see. But here at last is the specti*e of 
the mixed cathedral — a light-house among 
haggard sea-beat rocks, namely ; and we are 
fxmnd the Land's-end, getting round towards 
the western side of it, and had better look 
well our lasL The sunshine now went out^ 
angry breeze blew colder from dark cloudy ^^^ 

akies ; baddish night, probably ? Some poor, 
Uboring ship, with patched sails, and not 
otherwise of prosperous aspect, met us just 
past the light -house, borne into the grim 
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evening, it on its way, we on oura ; and the 
LandVend was among the things that Lad 
been : ^^ Standing for the Tuskar, sir T Tus- 
kar light on tho coast of Wexford, one hun- 
dred and thirty miles off. And so the even- 
ing and the moniing had been a new day. 

As there was nothing to be seen on deck 
but the dim tumult of sea and sky, I sup- 
pose I must have gone early to bed. I can 
remember shutting my little cabin-door (for 
the hai*sh stewardess, in hope, probably, of a 
shilling, had volunteered to make a bed for 
me in the place where I had found refuge 
the night before) with a satisfied feeling, 
and turning in with great hope ; but, alas I 
it proved far otherwise. My first experience 
in the new bed was a jolt that nearly threw 
me out The wind had risen, was still ris- 
ing; the steamer pitched, rolled, tumbled, 
creaked, and growled. Doors banging, men's 
feet and voices sounding, and the big sea 
booming and i*oaring. Not a wink of sleep 
could be had all night ; hardly could one's 
place in bed be maintained. Some time, 
perhaps between three and four, I went on 
deck to smoke ; a wild, wet, stoimy dimness 
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• 

everywhere. The mate, dripping fix)in eveiy 
angle of his face and pei*8on — with thin, wet 
ahoes on, I remember — approached my shel- 
ter, talking sea stoicisms to me, admitting 
that it was a roughish night Noticeable 
fellow, this; very civil, very good-humored, 
sliding about (for he trailed his limbs and 
feet with thin shoes) to put this and that 
detail in order always ; voice thin, creaky, 
querulous — hesitatoiy, and as if it couldn^t 
be troubled to sj^eak ; a rocking, sliding, in- 
nocent-hearted ^^ sea-pedant ^ (as such I had . 
classed him), with lips dmwn in, puckered 
brow, and good-humored eyes pretending to 
be wearier than they were ; came from the 
Medway, had been wrecked, traded to Aber- 
deen, was now puddling about in these seas 
— may he prosper, poor fellow! I flung 
myself next on the sofa, under miscellaneous 
wrappage, and did then get some stony sleep 
till the morning fairly broke. 

Tue^day^ id July. — On deck between 
eight and nine, all hands looking out for 
^theTuskar^when doing nothing else; old 
eaptain and a wretched passenger or two 
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trying to toalk the quarter-deck (impossible 
for any /t£;o-footed land animal) ; big sheets 
of spray dashing over them from time to 
time. A >vild, gray tumult; sight and sound 
everywhere of the rather dismal sort in sea 
and in sky. One ship, or perhaps two, at vari- 
ous times visible ; elsewhere no Tuskar, no 
motion that was not of the cfuwtio powera 
Sailors made a wave or motion, or sound of 
some sorty from the platform ; captain, too, 
looked ; Tuskar at last ! In a few instants 
more I also could see it White pillar or 
tower rising steady amid the tumult of the 
watei's, strange and welcome ; some twelve 
miles off, they said. We turned now gradu- 
ally to the right; for Arklow Head, for Wick- 
low ditto ; then was Dublin itself to come. 
Wind, as we turaed fivni it on our new 
course, grew softer somewhat, and water 
smoother ; but all day it was gusty, very un- 
comfortable, and too cold. The poor sick 
gentleman had passed the night on deck, his 
cradle well screened under tarpaulins, and 
didn^t seem much hui*t by the rough weather. 
Lancashire Non-significant, who took a little 
punch perhaps too often, seemed greatly out 
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of 8ort8 ; his poor face, red 08 vermilion in 
porta, and swollen as if you bad blown up 
all its old wrinkles ^vith wind, poor devil I 
Yet be ate again at breakfast, and made no 
complointy took notbiug amiss. 

** Wexford Harbor,^ visible only as a blank 
on tbe line of coast, was a mei*e tradition to 
USL Wexford and Wicklow bills (I supposed 
about Enniscortby and Ferns) ; many com* 
monploce • looking bills of moderate beigbt 
and complex arrangement now visible. Vin- 
egar Hill, a peaked, flat cone, conspicuous 
enougb among tbe otbera. Tbougbt of tbe 
•* Battle of Vinegar Hill," but not witb in- 
terest; with soiTow ratber and contempt: 
one of tbe ten times ten thousand futile, fruit- 
less ^battles" tbis brawling, unreasonable 
people has fougbt — tbe saddest of distinc- 
tions to tbem among peoples ! In Heaven^s 
name, learn tbat ^ revolting ^ is not tbe trade 
wbicb vrill profit you. Tbe unprofitablest 
of all trades, if you exceed in it I In Heaven's 
name, either be nt peace, or else try to figlit 
with some chance of success I ^ Hill of To- 
rah,^ visible too, of conical shape, but not tbe 
bittorical illustrious Tara — ^that is in Meath, 
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I think — ^though that, too, is but moderately 
** illustrious ^ to me. 

Arklow Town I didn^t see at all ; under- 
stood there was next to no town, but remem- 
bered " Wooden Ludlow^s^ adventure tLere^ 
and could have liked to take some picture of 
the ground with me. Wicklow Head, beauti- 
ful trim establishment of alight-house there, 
properly three towers (one or else two of 
them having proved wrong built) ; accurate* 
ly whitewashed, walled in, with paths, eta, 
a pleasure to look at upon the brown crag. 
These generally like that of Devonshire or the 
lawev forms of Scotch coast; interior not ill- 
cultivated ; houses trim enough fi*om the dis- 
tance, fields fenced, and some small stragglings 
of plantation even. Behind Wicklow Head, 
in a broad, shallow bay looking rather bleared^ 
found Wicklow Town ; kept looking at it as 
we sailed northward right away from it; lies 
in a hollow on the soutJieini side of the bay, 
sci*eened by Wicklow Head from the east 
winds — rather a feeblish kind of county 
town — chapels, a steeple, slate roofs, thin 
cloud of smoke; perhaps two or towards 
three thousand inhabitants, as I judged. lo 
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all these seas we saw uo ship, absolutely 
none at all but one Wicklow fisbing-sloop, 
of the same form, but quite rusty and out of 
repair, as the Cornish pilchard-sloops of yes- 
terday — alas, one, and in this state of ineffect- 
uality I A big steamer farther on, making 
from Dublin towards ^ Bristol ^ (I think our 
captain said) ; this and a pilot-boat not em- 
ployed by us : except these three, we saw no 
other ships at all in those Irish seas that day. 
Wonderful and lamentable! chorus all ray 
Irish friends; and grope for their pikes to 
try and mend it ! Bray Head I had seen 
before ; and Bray, but couldn't make my rec- 
ollections correspond. Beautiful suburban 
country by the shores there, on the Dublin 
side. Works of Wicklow Railway, hanging 
over the sea, I remember, probably about 
Bray Head. Afternoon sinking lower ; wind 
cold, bleary, loud ; no dinner till one got to 
Dublin. Wish we were there. Dublin Bay 
at last ; Kingstown with its small exotio rows 
of villas hanging over the salt-water; Dal- 
key Islet, %vith ruined church, close on the 
other ride of us ; Kingstown Harbor, huge 
aquare barin within granite moles, few ships^ 



My Irish yaum^. 37 

8mall business in it ; wild wind was tossing 
some filament of steam about (mail-steamer 
getting ready, I suppose, for Holyhead), and 
the rest was idle vacancy. Long lines of 
granite embankment, a noble channel with 
docks, milea of it (there seemed to me), and 
no ship in it, no human figure on it, the gen- 
ius of vacancy alone possessing it! Will 
^ be useful some day,'' I suppose ? The look 
of it, in one's own cold, wretched humor, was 
rather sad. Dublin Hai*bor at last ; a few 
ships actually moored here along the keys 
nearest to the city. Tumult, as usual ; our 
key was on the noi*th bank. Miss Ilcwits 
came up, specially begged me not to leave 
tJieir luggage once on shore till they them- 
selves came with the I'emainder of it Did 
so, though little able to wait ; was hardly 
ever in a more deplai'dble state of body than 
even now. Despatched the Miss Hewits; 
got into a cab myself, escaping from the 
unutterable hurly-burly. "Imperial Hotel, 
Sackville Street !" and was safely set down 
there, in wind and dust, myself a mass of 
dust and inflammatoiy ruin, about six or 
seven in this evening of Tuesday, July 3. 



\ 



■^■■n 



■M*^Ha- 



38 My Irish Jourtiey. 

What a pleasui*e to get fairly wasbed, nnd 
into clean linen and clothes, once more! 
Small, wholesome dinner in the ground stoiy; 
fine, roomy, well-ordered place ; but, alas I at 
the Post-office thei*e was no admittance : ^ all 
shut at seven.^ I had to take tliat disap- 
pointment, and, instead of receiving letters, 
write lettera. 

Imperial Hotel people, warned, I suppose, 
by Fitzgerald (Miss Purcell the proprie- 
tress's nephew), had brightened up into en- 
thusiastic smiles of welcome at sound of my 
name. All was done for me then that hu- 
man waiterage, in the circumstances, could 
do. I had a brisk-eyed, deft Irish youth, by 
way of special attendant ; i*eally a clever, ac- 
tive, punctual youth, who seemed as if he 
would have run to the world's end for me, 
at lifting of my finger. He got me cloak- 
pins (my little bedroom, the ^ quietest '' they 
had, wanted such), bath • tubs, attended to 
my letters, clothes, messages, waited on me 
like a familiar fairy. Could they have got 
me into a room really ^ quiet,'' where I might 
have really slept, all had been well thera 
But that was not possible; not there, nor 
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anywhere else in inns. One^s ^powers of 
observation^ act under sad conditions if 
the nei*ves ai*e to be continually in a shatter 
with want of sleep and what it brings ! Un* 
der that sad condition, as of a gloomy pres- 
sure of waking nightmare, were all my Irish 
operations^ of observation or other, transacted ; 
no escape from it ; take it silently, therefoi'e^ 
my nothing more of it, but do the best you 
may under it^ as under a law of fate. 

About ten at night, still writing letters, I 
received "John O'Hogan's" visit; a note 
fi-om Duffy,* who was dining there, had lain 
waiting for me before. Brisk, innocent, mod- 
est young barrister, this John O^Hagan^f 
Duffy's sister-in-law did by no manner of 
means let rooms ; so her offer of one, indi- 
cated in Duffy's note, had to be at once de- 
clined. Duffy himself " would be here in 
half an hour." Wrote on to my mother or 
to Jane. Duffy came soon after the time set 
Drank a " glass of lemonade " from me, I a 
glass of punch ; took my letters of introduc- 
tion home with him to scheme out a route; 

* Dufijr, the present Sir Cluirlcs Gataii Doff/. 
t Jolin 0*UAsan is the preseni Judge D'HAgta, chief of Uie 
Irish LadU Cofninission. 
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gave me a road serieSj ^ drive here firat, then 
there, then, eta,^ for Dublin introductions on 
the morrow ; and, after a silent pipe, I tum- 
bled into bed. 

Wednesday J 4^ Jvly. — Breakfast in the 
public room ; considerable company : polite 
all, and less of noise among them than when 
I was formerly there. Arrangements all per- 
fect ; ^ toasted bacon,'* coffee, toast, all right 
and well served. No letters for me at the 
Postofficel strange, but no help. Car (^a 
shilling an hour *') about noon (I think), to 
go and deliver my introductions; got a body 
of letters just as I was stepping out on this er- 
rand.* All rights I hope ; postmaster mistaken 
before I Macdonnel, of the Nautical Schools, 
*• engaged f very well ; to Board of Works^ 
Poor-law Power not come; Larcom just com- 
iDg,read my letters in his room; go away then, 
as he has not yet got his business doncf 
In Merrion Square, Dr. Stokes in : clever, en- 
ergetic^ but squinting, rather fierce, sinister- 
looking man — at least some dash of that sus- 
peetable in him — to dine tliere, nevertheless, 

• 8m Akx. lIaedoiiB«l, tU Chief ComaMoiMr of Edaeatioo. 
t OMomI Liraon» baid of tbt OrdauMt SwTTij. 
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to-moiTow evening. Dr. Kennedy not at home, 
Sir R Kane ditto (out of town) ; Sir Dun- 
can Macgr^or, found him, an excellent old 
Scotchman, soldierly, open, genial, sagacious ; 
Friday night to dine with him;* left my 
other military letters there,and drove to Mrs. 
Gallants (Duffy's sister-in-law) : had missed 
Pirn, the Quaker, before ; ^ in London f left 
Forster's letter, declining to see the other 
membera of the firm just now. Long talk 
with Miu Callan, Dr. C, and Miu Duffy ; 
Duffy in his room ill, of slight cold. Home 
to Imperial again, with a notice that I %vill 
go and hatUe at Ilowth. Find Dr. E vory Ken- 
nedy at the door as I am inquiring about 
that ; go in with him, talk ; he carries me in 
his vehicle to the Howth Station, not possi- 
ble for this night; can do it at Kingstown ; 
drives off for the station tliiilier^ with repeat- 
ed invitations that I will dine with him; 
finds on the road that Kingstown also will not 
do, and renews his entreaties to dine, which, 
seeing now no prospect for the evening, I 
comply with. Kennedy drives me all about; 
streets beautiful, but idle, empty ; charming 
little country-house {navne irrecoverable 

^ Chief CommiMiooer of Polico. 
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now), beyond some iron-foundry or forge 
works, beyond "Rev. Dr. ToddV* on the 
Dandmm or Banelagh side. Wife and sis- 
ters all out to receive us ; sistei*8, especially 
elder sister, expected to be charmed at sight 
of " Thomas Carloil 1'* though whether they 
adequately were or not, I cannot say. Pleas- 
ant enough little dinner there; mucli talk 
of Pitt Kennedy, a brother, now with Na- 
pier, in India ; vivid, inventive, patriotic man, 
it would appear, of whose pamphlets they 
promised me several (since read, not with- 
out some real esteem of the headlong Pitt 
Kennedy); other brother is Lord Bath's 
agent in Monaghan* — lience^ chiefly, those at- 
tentions to me. Ladies gone — pale, elderly, 
earnest-eyed, lean couple of sisters, insipid- 
beautiful little wife. " Dr. Cooke Taylor ^ is 
announced; a snuffy, babbling, baddish fel- 
low, whom I had not wished at all specially 
to see. Strange dialect of this man, a Yough- 
al native; London had little altered that: 
immense lazy gurgling about the throat and 
palate regions; speech coming out at last not 
00 mucb in distinct pieces and vocables as in 
em^muautfcondition— semi-masticated speech. 

* TiriitiBai XMsad/, riaet M.P. for Louth. 
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A pecnliar smile, too, dwelt on the face of 
poor SDuffy Taylor; I pitied but could not 
love him — with his lazy gurgling, semi* 
masticated, semi-dec^tful (andself-deceiviDg) 
speech, thought, and action. Poor fellow I 
one of his books that I read, " On the Man- 
ufacturing R«^oDs in 1843," was not so bad. 
Lord Clarendon, a great patron of his, had 
got him a pension, brought him over to Ire- 
land : and now (about a foHnight ago, end 
of September) I learn that lie is dead of 
cholera; that, better or not so good, I shall 
never see him again I We drove home to- 
gether that night in Dr. Kennedy's cor; I 
set him out at his house (in some modest, 
clear street, near Menion Square) ; two days 
after, I sa\v liim at the Zoological breakfast; 
gurgle - snuffle, Cockney - and -Youghal wit 
oguin, in semi-masticated dialect, with great 
expressions of regai*d for me, as well as ivith 
other half or w^liole untruths; and so poor 
Taylor was to vanisli, and the cuiliains rush 
down between us, impenetrable for evermore. 
AUah dU>ar, AUaA Jeerim ! 

Hfiursdat/, &tJi July. — What people called, 
what bustle there was of cards, and people, 
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nd appointments, and invitations in my lit- 
.le room, I have quite forgotten the details 
f (letters indicate more of it perhaps): 
^>vhat I can remember is mainly what I did^ 
<«uid not quite definitely (except with effoil;) 
<«dl or the most of that 

Notes and visitors, hospitable messages 

oand persons, Macdonnel, Colonel Foster, Dr. 

i^eonedy — in real truth, I have forgotten aU 

^he particulars ; of Thursday I can remem- 

"ber only a dim hurly-burly, and whirlpool 

of assiduous hospitable calls and proposals, 

till about four o'clock, when a " Sir Philip 

Crampton,'' * by no means the most notable 

of my callers, yet now the most noted in my 

memory— an aged, rather vain, and not very 

deep*looking doctor of physic— came person* 

ally to ^ drive me out;^ drive me to the 

Phcenix Park and Lord •lieutenant's, as it 

proved. Vapid-inane-looking streets in this 

Dublin, along the quays and everywhere ; 

sad defect of wagons, real lusiness vehicles, 

or even gentleman's carriages ; nothing but 

an empty whirl of street cars, huckster cai'ts, 

and other such ^ trashery." Sir P.'s talk, 

of TwisUeton mainly — Phoenix Park, gates. 
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mostly in grass, monument, a pyramid, I 
really don't remember in ^ admonition ^ of 
what — some victory perhaps! Fraser's 
'^ Guide^book " wonld tell. Hay going on, 
in pikes, coils, perhaps swaths too ; patches 
of potatoes even : a rather dimmish, weari- 
some look. House with wings (at right 
angles to the body of the building), with 
esplanade, two sentries, and utter solitude ; 
looked decidedly duUL Sir P., some busi- 
ness inside, though lordship out^ leaves me 
till that end ; I write my name, with date 
merely, not with address, in his lordship's 
hook (" haven't the honor to know her lady- 
ship"), am conducted through empty gal- 
leries into an empty room in the western 
(or is it nortJieni /) wing, am there to wait 
Tiro soon of waiting; walk off leaving 
message. Sir P. ovei*takes me befoi*e we 
reached the gate; sets me down at my ho- 
tel again, after much celebrntion of his place 
in the Wicklow hills, eta, after saluting an 
elderly roue Prince or Graf something — a 
very unbeautiful, old, boiled-looking foreign 
dignitary (Swede, I think) married to some- 
body's sister; and, with salutations, takes 
himself away, muttering about ^^ Zoological 
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society breakfast on Saturday,^' and I, barely 
in time now for Stokes^s dinner, behold hini 
no more. 

Stokes's dinner was well replenished both 
with persons and other raatenal, but it 
proved rather unsuccessful. Foolish Mrs. 
Stokes, a dim Glasgow lady, with her I 
made the reverse of progress, owing chiefly 
to ilMuck. She did bore me to excess, but 
I did not give way to that; had difficulty, 
however, in resisting it ; and at length once, 
when dinner was over, I answering some- 
body about something, chanced to quote 
Johnson's, ^ Did I say anything that yoxb 
understood, sir ?" the poor foolish lady took 
it to herself; bridled, tossed her head %vith 
some kind of indignant-polite ineptitude of 
a reply; and before long flounced out of 
the room (with her other ladies, not remem- 
bered now), and became, I fear, my enemy 
forever I Petrie, a painter of landscapes, 
notable antiquarian, enthusiastic for Brian 
Bom and all that province of affairs; an 
excellent, simple, affSectionate, lovable soul, 
^ dear old Petrie," he was our chief figure 
for me : called for punch instead of wine, he, 
and was gradually imitated ; a thin, wrinkly. 
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ID general, thougli uot without effoil; a 

did maintain itself But Stokes, ^^ tli 

of a United Inshman/' as I beai*d, gi*ev 

more and more gloomy, emphatic, contradi( 

lory: after eleven I was glad to get awaj 

Petrie and others in kindly mood goinj 

\rith me so far as our roads coincided ; an< 

about twelve (I suppose) I got to bed — an< 

do noi suppose also, but Jcnow^ that ther 

was a wretched wakeful night appointee 

me: some neighboring guest taken suddei 

1/ ill, as I afterwai*ds heard. (I must ge 

on fofiUt^ be infinitely briefer in regard t 

aUthisI) 



I 



JMday, 6//i Jtdy.—%i\\\ in the bath-tu1 
when my waiter knocked at the door, to\^ 
i^s nine ; and, so soon as let in, gave m 
a letter with notice that some orderly, o 
heiduc^ or I know not what the term is, wa 
waiting in some vehicle for an answer. In 
vitation from Lord Clarendon to dine wit! 
him on Saturday : here was a nodus ! Foi 
not having slept, I had resolved to be ou 
of Dublin and the noise without delay 
Kennedy had pressed me to his country 
booM for a dinner on Saturday, and that 
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though not yet ia words, I had resolved to 
doy his hospitality being really ui^gent and 
his place quiet ; and now has the Loi*d-lieu- 
tenant come, whose invitation abalisfied by 
law of etiquette all others I Out of the cold 
bath, on the spur of the moment thou shalt 
decide, and the heiduc waits I Polite an* 
swer (well enough really) that I am to quit 
Dublin that evening, and cannot come. 
Well so far; so much is tolerably ended. 
New very polite note came from Lord Clar- 
endon offering me introductions, eta, an hour 
or two after; for which I wrote a second 
note, ^^ Not needed ; thousand thanks.'' This 
morning I had to breakfast with O'Hagan, 
where were two young " Fellows of Trinity,'' 
gi*eat admirei*8, etc., and othera to be. 

Fellows of Trinity, breakfast, and the rest 
of it accordingly took effect : Talbot Street 
— I think they called the place — lodgings, 
respectable young barrister's. Hancock, the 
Political -Economy Professor, whom I had 
seen the day before; he and one Ingram, 
author of the Repeal song ^^ True men like 
you men," were the two Fellows ; to whom, 
as a mute brother, one Button was added, 

3 
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with ^ invitation to me ^ from the parental 
circle, ^ beautiful place somewhere out near 
Howth ^ — very well, as it afltei^wards proved, 
** Dr. Murray,*' Theology Professor of May- 
nooth, a big burly mass of Catholic Irish- 
ism; he and Duffy, with a cei*tain vinaigrous, 
pale, shrill logician figure, who came in after 
breakfast, made up the party. Talk again 
EiigUmi veretia Ireland; a sad, unreasonable 
humor pei*vading all the Insh population on 
this matter. ^ England does not hate you at 
all, nor love you at all ; merely values and 
will pay you according to the work you can 
do 1" No teaching of that unhappy people 
to understand so much. Dr. Muiray, head 
cropped like stubble, red-skinned face, harsli 
gray Irish eyes ; full of fiery Irish zeal, too, 
and rage, which, however, he had the art to 
keep down under buttery*vocables : man of 
considerable strength, man not to be ^^ loved " 
by any manner of means 1 Hancock, and 
now Ingram too, were wholly English (that 
is to say, Irish-rational) in sentiment Duffy 
very plaintivej with a strain of rage audible 
in it Vinaigrous logician, intolerable in that 
vein, drove me out to smoka Not a pleas- 
ant breakfast in the humor I was then in ! 
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Univei-sity after, along with these two Fel- 
lows ; library and busts ; Museum, with big, 
dai*k Curator Ball in it ; many knick-knacks 
— skull of Swift's Stella, and plaster cast of 
Swift : couldn't wHte my nume, except all in 
a tremulous, scratchy shiver, in such a state 
of nerves was L Todd had, by appoint- 
ment, been waiting for me ; was gone again. 
Kight glad I to get home and smoke a pipe 
in peace, till Macdonnel (or somebody) should 
come for me I Think it was this day I saw, 
among othei's. Councillor Butt, brought up to 
/'me by Duffy : a terrible, black, burly son of 
/ earth; talent visible in him, but still more 
I animalism ; big bison-head, black, not qxiUe 
V unbioital : glad when he went off ** to the 
Gal way Circuit," or whitheraoeven* 

Sad reflections upon Dublin and the ani- 
mosities that reign in its hungry existence. 
Not now the ^ capital ^ of Ireland ; has Ire- 
land any capital, or wliero is its future capi- 
tal to be t Perhaps Glasgow or Liverpool 
is its real " capital city " just now I Here 
are no longer lords of any kind ; not even 
the sham lords, with their land revenues, 
come hither now. The place has no manu« 

* Tbo Ut6 Imm Bau, M.r. 
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foctures to speak of, exce])t of ale and whis- 
key, and a little poplin-work — none that I 
could hear of. All the ^^ litigation '' of Ire- 
land, whatever the wretched Irish people 
will still pay for the voiding of their quar- 
rels, comes hither ; that and the sham of gov- 
ernment about the Castle and Phoenix Park 
— which could as well go anywhither if it 
were so appointed. Where will the future 
capital of Ireland be ? Alas I whm will there 
any real aristocracy arise (here or elsewhere) 
to need a capital for residing in ? 

About four P.H., as appointed, Macdonnel,* 
with his car, came. ^ Son of a United Irish- 
man ^ he too. Florid, handsome man of forty- 
five, with gray hair, keen hazel eyes, not of 
the very best expression: active, quick, intel- 
ligent^ enei^etic, with something smelling of 
the hypocrite in him, disagreeably limiting 
all other respect one might willingly pay 
him. Talis quoiis^ Avith him through the 
streets. Glasneven toll-bar, woman has not 
her groat of change ready ; streaks of irreg- 
ularity, streaks of squalor noticeable in all 
streets and departments of things. Glaa* 
neven diureh ; woody, with high enclosures^ 

^ Sir Aks. IfafldMBd. 
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frail-looking old edifice, roof mainly visible ; 
at length Glasneven model farm — ^nearly the 
best Hiing^ to appearance, I have yet seen in 
Ireland. Modest slated buildings, house, 
school, and offices^ for real use, and fit for 
that Slow-spoken, heavy-browed schoolmas- 
ter croaks out sensible, pertinent speech 
about his affiiirs: an Ulster man (from Lame, 
I think ; name forgotten), has forty-five pu- 
pils from seventeen to twenty -one years; 
they ai-e working about, dibbling, sorting 
dung-beaps, sweeping yards. Mac. speaks to 
several: coai*se, rough-haired lads, from all 
sides of Ireland, intelligent well-doing looks 
through them all. Schooling alternates ^vith 
this husbandry work. Will become National 
Schoolmaster — ^probably factors of estates if 
they excel and have luck. Clearly, wherever 
they go they will be practical missionaries 
of good order and wise husbandly, these poor 
lads: an</-cbaos missionaries these. Good 
luck go with them I more power to their el- 
bow ! Such were my reflections, expressed 
partly in some such words. Our heavy- 
browed, croaking • voiced fnend has some 
thirty cows; immense pains to preserve all 
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manure ; it is upon this that his husbandry 
turns. A few pigs; first-rate health in their 
9XV. Some thirty acres of ground in all; 
wholly like a garden for cultivation: best 
hay, best barley ; best everything. I left 
him and his rough boys, wishing there were 
a thousand such establishments in Ireland. 
Alas I I saw no other in the least equal to it ; 
doubt if there is another. Mac. talking con- 
fidentially, and with good insight too, of 
Archbishop Whately, etc., set me down at the 
hotel, to meet again at dinner. Hasty enough 
toilet^ then Sir Duncan Macgregor's close 
car, and I am whisked out to Drumcondra, 
where the brave Sir Duncan himself, with wife 
and son, and a party including Larcom and 
two ancient Irish gentlemen, eta, are waiting. 
Pleasant old country-house ; excellent, qui- 
etly genial, and hospitable landlord ; dinner 
pleasant enough, really. Macdonnel sat by 
me^ somewhat flashy; Larcom opposite, per- 
haps ditto, but it was in the English style. 
Andent Irish gentlemen were of really ex- 
cellent breeding, yet Irish altogether : these 
names quite gone (if ever known, according 
to the underbreat/i method of introduction). 
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their figares still perfectly distinct to me. lu 
white neckcloth, opposite side, a lean figure 
of sixty ; wrinkly, like a washed blacksmith 
in face, yet like a gentleman too— elaborate- 
ly washed and dressed, yet still dirty-look- 
ing ; talks of ancient experiences in hunting, 
daretdrinking ; experiences of others, his ac- 
quaintances, all dead and gone now, which I 
have entirely forgotten ; high Irish accent ; 
clean-dirty face Avrinkled into stereotype, of 
smile or of stoical fi'own, you couldn't say 
which : that was one of the ancient Irishmen ; 
who perhaps had a wife there ? The other, a 
more florid man, with face not only clean but 
clean-looking, and experiences somewhat sim- 
ilar; a truly polite man in the Irish style: 
he took me home in his car. Sir Duncan had 
handed me a general missive to the police- 
stations — ^ Be serviceable, if you ever can, to 
this traveller'' — which did avail me once. At 
home lies Kennedy's letter enjoining me to 
accept the Lord-lieutenant's dinner, whither 
he too is going; which I have ali*eady re- 
fused ! Wluit to do to-morrow night ? Duffy 
is to be off to Kilkenny; to lodge with 
^ Dr. Cane, the Mayor," who invites me too 
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(Duffy, on the road to O'Hagan's bi*eak£a8t) 
diowed me that), which I accept 

ScUurday^ 7th July. — Wet morning ; wait 
for Kennedy's promised car — to breakfast in 
the Zoological Gardens. Smoking at the 
door, buy a newspaper, old hawker pockets 
my groat, then comes back saying, ^^Yer 
Hanar has given me by mistake a three- 
penny.'^ Old knave, I gave him back his 
newspaper, ran up-stairs for a penny— dis- 
cover that the threepenny has a hole drilled 
in it, that it is his — and that I am done ! 
He is off when I come down — ^Petiie under 
an umbrella, but no Kennedy still. We call 
a car, we two ; I give him my ^^ Note to Cham- 
bers Walker, Barrister,'^ whom he knows, 
who will take me up at Sligo, when he (P.), 
will join us, and we shall be happy. Well ; 
we shall see. Muddy street, rain about done. 
Car -boy, coming over one of the biidges, 
drives against the side of our car ; seemed to 
me to see clearly for some instants that he 
tnwt do such a thing, but to feel all the 

while that it would be so convenient to him 
^ he didn't — a reckless humor, ignoring of 

tba inevitable^ which I saw often enough in 



My Irish yourtuy. 57 

Ireland. Even the mild Petrie swore^ and 
brandished his umbrella. ^How could I 
help it ? Could I stop, and I going so rapid !^ 
At the gate of Zoological, which is in Phoe- 
nix Parky were Hancock, Ball of the Museum, 
another Ball of the Poor-law,* Cooke Taylor 
(for the last time, poor soul I), and othera 
strolling under the wet boscage; breakfast 
now got served in a dim, very damp kind of 
place (like some small rotunda, for limited 
public meetings) — ^unpleasant enough whol- 
ly ; and we got out into the gai*dens, and 
walked smoking, \vith freer talk (of mine 
mainly) good for little. Animals, eta — ^pub- 
lic subscription scanty — ^government helps: 
adieu to it. In Kennedy's car to Sackville 
Street; Poor-law Ball and a whole set of 
us; pause at Sackville Street, pai*t go on, 
pai*t will take me to Boyal Irish Academy, 
after I have got my lettera of this moiiiing's 
post With Hancock I settle that HvtUyix 
this night shall lodge me at Howth ; that he 
and Ingram shall escort me out thither, when 
I will bathe. Nerves and health — ^ach GottI 
be silent of them ! 



* Mr. John BoU, •inc« MJP. Md Protideiit of tbo Alpine Qabb 



\ 



58 My Irish yaurtuy. 

Royal Irish Academy really has an inter- 
esting mnseum : Petrie does the honora with 
enthusiasm. Big old iron cross (smith's \ 
name on it in Irish, and date about 1100 or ' 
so; ingenious old smith^really); Second Book 
of Clogher (tremendously old, said Petrie), 
torques, copper razor, porridge-pots, bog but- 
ter (tastes like wax), bog cheese (didn't taste 
that| or even see) ; stone mallets (with cattle- 
hones copious where they are found — ^ old 
savage feasting-places'') : really an interest- 
ing museum, for everything has a certain 
authenticity^ as well as national or other sig- 
nificance, too often wanting in such places. 
Next to Petrie, my most assiduous exposi- 
tor was the secretary, whom I had seen at 
Stokes's ; a mute, but who spoke now, and 
civilly and to the purpose. Bustle, bustle. 
Evory Kennedy and others making up a 
route for me in the library room ; at length, 
in a kind of paroxysm, I bid adieu to them 
all, and get away — to the hotel to pack and 
settla 

Larcom next comes: for an hour and a 
half in Board of Works with him. Sir W. 
Patty's old survey of Irish lands (in another 
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office from L.*8); Larcom's new one — very 
ingenious; colored map, with dots, figures 
referring you to tables^ where is a complete 
account of all estates^ >nth their pauper- 
ismSy liabilities, rents, resources: for behoof 
of the Poor-law Gommissiouers and their 
^electoral divisions f* a really meritorious 
and, as I fancy, most valuable work. Kir- 
wan, a western squire^ accidentally there; 
astonished at me, poor fellow, but does not 
hate me— invites me even. Larcom to hotel 
door with me: adieu I adieu I To the hotel 
people too, who have done all things zealous- 
ly for me, and even schemed me out a route 
for the mon-ow {yorong^ as it proved, alas !), 
I bid affecting adieus ; and Ingmm and Han- 
cock bowl me off to the Howth Railway. 
Second class, say they, but gentlemen, though 
crowded : Dublin cockneys on a Satui*day. 

The Hutton house that evening, amid 
*^Socinian," really well -conditioned people: 
much should not be said of it Hospitality's 
self: tall silent-looking Father Hutton (for 
they live at Ballydoyle, this side of Howth) 
meets me with ^ hopes," ete., at the station 
there : car is to follow us to Howth, where I 
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am to bathe, whither we now roll on. Bathe ; 
bad bathiDg-groandy tide being out ; wound 
beel in the stones (slippera were in the bath- 
ing-machine, but people didrit tell me). Cor- 
nisft pilchard-sloops fishing hei-e; dirty vil- 
lage ; big old abbey overgrown with thistles, 
nettles, burdocks, and the extremity of squal- 
or, to which we get access through dark cabins 
by the hack windows — ^leaving a few coppers 
amid hallelujahs of thanks. Car ; get wrap- 
ped, and drive to Lord Howth's gate: ad- 
mittance there, to those of us on foot, not 
without difficulty ; beautiful avenue, beauti- 
ful still house looking out over the still sea 
at eventide ; among the beautifuUest places I 
ever saw. Lord Howth a raoeVj away now, 
with all his turf-equipments ; Cornish people 
obliged to come and fish his bay — his mainly 
for five hundred years back, I believe. Call 
in by a Cousin Hutton (poor George Par- 
ley's class • fellow, a barrister, I afterwards 
find), who is to go with us ; twilight getting 
darker and darker; I still without dinner 
and growing cold, reduced to tobacco mere- 
ly I Arrive at last ; succedaneum for dinner 
is readily provided, consumed along with 
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coffee. Night passes^ not intolerably^ though 
silence for me was none ; alas^ on reflecting, 
I had not come there for silence I Cousin 
Hutton and Ingram off; a clever, indignant 
kind of little fellow the latter. Mra Hutton, 
big black eyes struggling to be in earnest; 
four young ladies sewing — achons Kinder^ 
truly. At last do get to bed ; sleep sound 
till six, bemoaned by the everlasting main. 
^ No ti*ain (Sunday) at the hour given by 
Imperial Hotel people,^ so it appears ! The 
good Huttons have decided to send me by 
their carriage. Excellent people. Poor little 
streetkin of Ballydoyle fronting a wide waste 
of sea-sands (fisher people, I suppose) : peace 
and good be with you ! 

Sunday J ^tJi July. — Escorted by Hancock 
and young Hutton, am set down at Lnpenal 
Hotel, and thence my assiduous familiar 
brings out luggage, in a car to Kildare Rail- 
way Station (in the extreme west — ^King's 
or Temple Bridge, do they call it ?) ; three- 
quarters of an hour too soon ; rather weari- 
some the waiting. Fields all about have a 
weedy look, ditches rather dirty ; houses in 
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view, extensive some of them, have a patch- 
ed, dilapidated air. Lime-pointing on roofs 
(as I gradually found) is uncommonly fre- 
quent in Ireland; ditto whitewashing to 
cover a multitude of sins : gray time-worn 
look in consequence. Lime is everywhere 
abundant in Ireland; few bogs themselves 
but are close in the neighborhood of lime. 

Start at last : second class, but not quite 
gentlemen this time ; plenty of room, how- 
ever. Irish traveller alone in my compart- 
ment; big Aor^- faced elderly; not a bad 
fellow (a Wexforder ?) — ^for Limerick, I sup- 
pose. Two Irish gents (if not gentlemen) 
in the next compaiiment (for we were all 
visible to one another) ; mixed rusticity or 
cockneyity, not remembered, in the other. 
Gents had both of them their tickets stuck 
in hat-band ; good, and often seen since in 
Scotland and there: talked to one another, 
loud, but empty, f^rst gent beaming black 
animal eyes, florid, ostentatious, voracious- 
looking— *a sensual gent; neighbor had his 
back towards me, and he is lost : both went 
out awhile before ma Kildare station be- 
tween twelve and one (I think) : indifferent 
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porterage ; oountiy with hay and crops, in 
8pite of occasional bogs, had been good; 
waving champaign with Wicklow hills in 
the distance ; railway well enough, though 
sometimes at stations or the like some little 
thing was wrong; letter of the inscription 
knocked off, or the like. This, then, is Kil- 
dare; but, alas I I nowhere see the city; 
above all, see no Peter Fitzgerald, whom I 
expected here to receive me. In the open 
space, which lies behind the station, get a 
view of Kildare — round • tower, black and 
high, with old ruin of cathedi*al, on a height 
half a mile off; poor enough ^^city,'' to all 
appearance 1 Ask for St Bridget's "Fire 
Tower-house " that once was ; nobody knows 
it; one young fellow pretends (and only 
pretends, I think) to know it. Two gentle- 
men, fat fellows, out of the train seemingly 
had seen the label on my luggage; inish 
round to ask me eagerly, "Are you Mr. 
Thomas Carloil T I thought they had been 
Fitzgerald, and joyfully ainswered and in- 
quired : alas, no ! they were Mr. Something 
else altogether, and had to roll away again 
next instant Seeing no Fitzgerald, I had to 
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bai^n with a carman (I think there was 
bnt one), and roll away towards Halverstowu 
— ^up a steepish narrow road to Kildare firat 

Kildare, as I entered it, looked worse and 
worse : one of the ^vretchedest wild villages 
I ever saw ; and full of ragged beggai's this 
day (Sunday) — exotic altogether, ^ like a 
village in Dahomey;'' man and Church 
both. Knots of worshipping people hung 
about the streets, and everywhere round 
them hovered a harpy-swarm of clamorous 
mendicants — men, women, children: a village 
toinffedy as if a flight of harpies had alighted 
in it I In Dublin I had seen winged groups, 
but not mucfi worse than some Irish groups 
in London that year: here for the first time 
was ^ Irish beggary ** itself I From the cen- 
tre or top of the village I was speeding 
through, when the cathedral and round- 
tower disclose, or, properly, had disclosed, 
themselves on my right I turn a little to 
survey them ; and here Fitzgerald and lady, 
hospitable pair, turn np and make them- 
selves known to ma A la banns heure. 

B^gar% b^gars. Walk through the 
wretched streets; nunneries here, big chapel 
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here ; my hosts are Catholics. I went smok- 
ing in their carriage till they make a call ; 
won't give b^gars anything, who depart, 
all but two, young fellows, cowering nearly 
naked on opposite sides of me, twenty yards 
off: ^* Take this groat and divide it between 
you r' Explosion of thanks ; exeunt round 
the comer. Re-enter one : " Ach, yer honor I 
He won't give me the twopenca** — ^"Then 
why don't you lick him, you blockhead, till 
he either die or give it youT Two cit- 
izens within hearing burst into a laugh. 
Home to Ilalverstown ; pleasant, rough cul- 
tivated country; ragged hedges, fertile weedy 
fields; one ffood farmstead or two. Mi's. 
Purcell welcomes us with genial smilea 



Monday J dth July^ 1849. — ^Went from Hal- 
veretown to Glendalough; wonderful passage, 
especially after Holywood, a desolate hamlet 
among the hills. Scarecrow figures all busy \ 
among their peats, ragged all ; old straw-hats, ■ 
old gray loose coats in tatters, vernacular 
aspect all. Horse unwilling to peiform up- 
hill, at length downhill too; we mostly 
walk. Young shepherd, very young gos- 
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soon (had been herding with somebody for 
no wages)| was now sent home to ^Hbe 
Churches,'' whei-e he had a brother (minor) 
and sister left ; fibbed to me (as I found in 
the beggiug line), otherwise good and piti- 
able ; I made him mount downhill. Besem- 
blance to GaUoway, in the hills, or to the 
pass beyond Dalveen; hills aU black and 
boggy, some very craggy too ; cattle kyloes, 
sheep mongrels ; wild stony huts ; patches of 
com few yards in area. [Woman near Kil- 
cullen milking a goat in the morning ; goats 
frequent enough here, pick living in the 
ditches.] Wicklow Gap ; lead-mines ; stone 
on the road. Guide (a sulky, stupid creat- 
ure) drives over it eyes open. Like much 
here, like potato -culture. Cottages mostly 
cabins to the right hand under the road, 
and more frequent all the way down. Some 
mine-works (water-wheel govng)^ many mine 
shafts all the way down. At bottom inn, 
shop^ swift river, steps, beggars, churches; 
churchyard, wreck of gray antiquity grown 
Hack; round -tower; ^cathedral," small 
church with arch roof still entire, and little 
round belfry (I windows in it) at one end. 
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Third church there; then lower aud upper 
lake opening. Strait cul-de-sac of a glen^ a 
spoke (or radius) making an angle with 
Wicklow Gap Glen : ^tpot among the black 
mountains for St. Kevin to macerate himself 
in. Scarecrow boatman ; big mouth, rags, 
y^ hunger and good -humor; has his ** chance'' 
(of this best with strangers) by way of 
wages. Woman squiirel dambering on the 
rocks to show St Kevin's Bed, which need- 
ed no « showing" at all; husband had de- 
serted her, children all dead in ^vorkhouse 
. but one; shed under a cliff; food as the 
\ ravens. New caiman, rapid, good-humored, 
Hnd loquacious. Miner hurt among the hills ; 
man galloping for doctor and piiest; howl 
of woman's- lamentation heard among the 
*" twilight mountains, very miserable to hear. 
No whiskey at Trainer's ; handsome gift of 
milk by pretty daughter brought sixpence 
all the same. Home about ten; expense 
enormous, 30^. or more, to me. 

Tuesday^ lOtJh JtUy. — Love, the Scotch 
farmer ; excellent farming ; gentleman (Bur- 
rowes) that wouldn't allow draining. Eight 
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hundred people took the common; priest 
had petitioned Peel ten years ago, but took 
no notice; peasant vagrants did, and here 
their cabins and grottos all are. Fitz's 
brother (a useful good servant) has a cabin 
and field there, with wife in it; good ground 
if it were drained. All commons have been 
settled that way ; once they were put away 
from, and the ditches levelled twice (so said 
our first carman, a fine active lad) ; the tldrd 
time it held, and so they stay. O^Connor (Mrs. 
PurcelFs brother) a smai*t dandyish landlord, 
complained dreadfully of these ^common* 
ers^** now mostly panjpers ; nobody's property 
once, now kie (to fen). All creatures, LoveT 
among the rest, cling to the potato, as the one/ 
hope or possibility they have or ever drearai 
of; look upon the chance of failure as oun 
sulky did upon the stone, ^ perhaps Til get! 
over it** In the afternoon Curragh of Kil4 
dare^ best of race-courses ; a sea of beautiful 
green land, with fine cropped furze on it here 
and there ; a fine race^tand (like the best par- 
iih church) at one end, saddling-house, etc; 
ndng apparatus enough ; and work for about 
tea thousand people if they were set to it 
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iDstead of left to beg (circle of three miles, 
four thousand acres, look ?). Newbridge vil- 
lage and big bairack ; Liffey both at Kilcul- 
len and it Monastei^y^ Mi*s. P. saluted priest ; 
people all lounging; village idle, silent; many 
houses down. Kail way, whii*l of dust, smoke 
and screaming uproar; past Kildare again, 
past Athy (^A4high\ old walls, now a village; 
Wexford hills on this hand, Q.^s County hills 
on that: good gi^een wavy country alter* 
nating with detestable bogs to Carlow ; saw 
into the gray old hungry-looking stones as 
we whirled past in the evening sun. Rail- 
way station, broken windows there (done by 
mischievous boys) ; letter knocked oflF, etc., 
now and then all the way from Dublin. Car 
at Bagualstown; eloquent beggar — "More 
power to you wherever you go ! The Lord 
Almighty preserve your honor from all sick- 
ness and hurt and the dangers of the year !*' 
eta, etc. Never saw such begging in this 
world ; often get into a rage at it On to 
Kilkenny (over the Ban'ow, etc.); noisy, vul- 
gar fellow, talks, seems to know me. Castle 
Inn door; Dr. Cane^s, where I now am [writ- 
ing in dressing-gown], seven AOt., not having 
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slept ; morning the flower of summer ; town 
old, decayed, and gr 

Wednesday J 11th Jrdy. — [Let me see what 
I can noW| looking back, string together of 
Dublin reminiscences.] 

JhMin^ Wedfiesday^ 4th July. — Car and 
letters ; Stokes, Sir D. MacGregor— coming 
borne by Larcom (I forget who else) ; and 
OS I was stepping out, Dr. E. Kennedy. Off, 
finally, with him to dine ; home with Snuffy 
Taylor in K.'s car. The K. sisters, eta [Poor 
Taylor is since dead of cholera I (Oct. 2.)] 

Thursday f 5t/i July. — ^Breakfast in ^ Impe- 
rial ;^ what next ? [Macdonnel came ; that 
day }] Duffy, by appointment, to whom I 
bad given my letters. Stokes in the evening. 
Dr.Todd,Petrie,Burton,etc.,etc (Something 
foi^tten t *Sir P. Crampton and Castle ; no 
deep that night) 

Friday^ 6tAw-^Lord Clarendon's heiduc; in 
bath. I breakfast with O'Hagan, Murray of 
Maynootb, Hancock, Ingram, and the dreary 



My Irish yourtiey. 71 

fanatical logician. To Collie, to Museum ; 
Dr. Swift Macdonners School of Glass- 
neven ; Sir D. McG.'s dinner ; Laroom, among 
others, there. 

Saturday^ 7//r.-^Zoological Society, break- 
fast ; Irish Academy, really curiou& Howth 
and the Buttons in the evening. Hancock, 
Ingram, other Hutton (poor Darley*s), old 
Mrs. H. Off next morning in their carriage ; 
to ^'King's Bridge,'^ Dublin ; then Kildare 
with its cathedral, beggars, and strange old- 
world aspect ; like a village in Dahomey. 

[Menu in pencil. — ^To leave Kilkenny this 
morning. Note when I amve at the new 
quarter.] 

Let me note henceforth more diligently; 
and now sliave. Alas ! there is no more 
"noting'^ at all; and I must now escape it 
to gather out of memory and letters, the best 
I can ! 2d Oct. 1849. 

[I did not looh on this side while putting 
down any of the foregoing ; had quite for- 
gotten this, or didn't know clearly I ever had 
such a thing. 7th Oct. (finished).'] 

Addenda (7th Oct) to the two foregoing 
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entries. Hideous crowds of beggars at 
Glendalough— offering guideship, eta No 
guide needed. Little black-eyed boy, beauti- 
ful orphan beggar, forces himself on us at 
last; ditto gray-eyed little girl, with fish her 
uncle had caught Scarecrow boatman, his 
clothes or i*ags hung on him like tape^ry; 
when the wind blew he expanded like a tu- 
lip ; first of many such conditions of dress. 
**King OToole's tomb." "Tim Byrne'' (Bum 
they pronounced), spoken to, he the one 
whole-coated fanner of the place ; many 
jBymea hereabouts. Could not make out 
the meaning or origin of Glendalough ; at 
last found St Kevin (natural in St K.) to 
be the central fact; the "Kings'' OToole, 
O'Byme, eta, eta, had dedicated chapels to 
bim, bequeathing their own bodies to be 
buried there, as unspeakably advantageous 
for them ; straight road to heaven for them 
perhaps. Many burials attU here; tomb- 
stones, all of mica slate, slice off into oblit- 
eration within the century. One arch (there 
still remains another) of entrance to " cathe- 
dral " had fallen kut year (or year before ?). 
Founts and miracles in "Patron-time;" "Pat- 
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terun '* is Kevin himself: St. Kevin's be your 
bed r Brought heath and ivy from Glen- 
dalough ; grimmest spot in my memory. 

Halverstown, a quiet original little coun- 
try-seat ; beautiful in the summer greenness, 
and all wearing an exotic look ; ^Irish Moh 
cenas^^ kind of air. Purceli| a notable Irish- 
man, had run coaches ; made a farm often at 
his coach station ; this was ona Mass-chapel 
in it (jpnestdidnH appear); galleries, summer 
hall; dining-room lighted with glass dome; 
number of tolerable pictures ; place added to 
gi'adually; very good; my room excellent 
Greenhouse, pretty shnibbery with "big 
stone" in it (Ed^'Fitz**'*); trees round; chil- 
dren had a little coach with ffoats harnessed : 
ffood order reigning (or strenuously attempt- 
ing to reign) everywhere. Kilcullen (near 
by) has a round-tower: height where the reb- 
els of '98 had a skirmish. Lord Waterford's 
shooting-lodge at " Trainers'' (on the road to 
Glendalough), miserable bare place. Re- 
member something of Kilcullen town itself, 
through which the kind Mi's. Purcell drove 
me that afternoon, as well as over Curragh, 
eta, to station at Kildare. 

4 
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Kildare Eailway; big blockhead sitting 
with his diHy feet on seat opposite^ not stir- 
ring them for me, who wanted to sit there : 
^One thing weVe all agreed on/' said he, 
** we're very tU governed; Whig, T017, Rad- 
ical, Repealer, all admit we're very ill gov- 
erned r I thought to myself, " Yes, indeed : 
you govern yourself. He that would govern 
you well would probably surprise you much, 
my fnend — ^laying a heai*ty hoi*sewhip over 
that back of yours.'' ^iVb smoking allowed;" 
passengers had erased the ^^No." Coai*se 
young man entering, took out his pipe and 
smoked without apology. Second class ; went 
no more in thxU. Carlow, ^ Hungry Street :" 
remember it still well and the few human 
figures stalking about in it; red, dusty-look- 
ing evening, to us (in rail) dusty and windy. 
Of Bagnalstown saw nothing but station 
(railway is still in progress) and some streak 
of distant housetops, behind (westward of) 
that; and one little inn at the exti*emity 
where our car halted and the beggars wera 
Dusty, dusky evening to Kilkenny. Lord 
Clifden's property ; racer, has a horse called 
^ Jostioe to Ireland" (said my vulgar friend); 
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Kilkenny long feeble street of suburb; sinks 
hollow near the Castle; bridge and river 
there ; then rapidly up is inn. Car to Dr. 
Cane^s after delay : O^Shaughnessy and tlie 
other two Poor-law Inspectors at dinner 
there : still waiting (8^ or 9 pji.), Dufiy, 
CaneyandMr8.C.; warm welcome; queer old 
house ; my foot a little sprained (from Hal- 
verstown and Lovers potato field — didn't 
trouble me above another day) ; Dr. C. band- 
aged it ; but my tay was very cold and bad. 
Talking difficult ; no good of the O^haugh- 
nessySy no good of anything till I got away 
to bed. \EifuL of addenda.'] 

Wednesday^ Wtli July. — Wake early; sound 
of jackdaws ; curious old room, two windows 
to street, one behind ; tops of all come down 
(iwt bottoms up, of all) ; plentiful thorough 
draught : look out over the gray, old, dilapi- 
dated town ; smoke ; to bed again, but sleep 
returns not O^Shaughnessy (after letters 
written, eta) takes us out in Cane^s carriage 
to look over his poorhouses. Had seen the 
"market-morning" before; cix)wd of people 
under the pillars ; eggs, lean fowls, and other 
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6inall-tra8h. Cobblers^ three or four, working 
on the street Letter to Jane (to mother 
next day; still here) — on a very cuf*toic8 
kind of ^ table '^ (a hydrasting cylinder^infact), 
the only one I had convenient ! O^Shaugh- 
nessy^s snbsidiaiy poorhouse (old brevvhouse, 
I think), workhouse being filled to bui*sting : 
with some eight thousand (?) paupera in aU. 
Many women here ; carding cotton, knitting, 
spinning, eta, etc. ; place and they very clean ; 
^ but one can^^ bad enough ! In other Insh 
workhouses saw the like, but nowhere ever 
so well. Big church, or cathedral, of blue 
stones, Umestony in appearance, a -building 
near this spot Buttermilk pails (in this 
subsidiary poorhouse, as in all over Ire- 
land) ; tasted from one ; not bad in hot day. 
Eheu I — omitted other subsidiary poorhouses 
(I think); walked towards original worh 
haws with its three thousand ; towards ca- 
thedral, round -tower, etc^ first; detestable 
lagoon evaporating, with houses and dusty 
streets round it; can't get at it to drain I 
Round-tower -has wooden ladder to top; sit 
there, very high ; view hungryJooking, parch- 
ed, bare, Sahara-looking. Cathedral doses, 
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empty^ silent, and welcome; cathedral seen 
as duty; old Council -howe (of Kilkenny 
Council, in 1643)* omitted by oversight; in 
cathedral some monuments, not memorable 
to me ; one (of 1649 time), a councillor's, had 
been eixi^ed. Day dreadfully hot ; get away 
to workhouse, where Duffy leaves me. 

Workhouse ; huge chaos, ordered ^ as one 
could f O'S., poor light little OorJcer (he 
is from Cork, and a really active creature), 
l^roved to be the best of all the " orderers,** 
1 saw in Ireland in this office; but his es- 
tablishment, the fii*st I had ever seen, quite 
shocked me. Huge aiTangements for eat- 
ing, baking, stacks of Indian-meal stirabout ; 
one or two thousand grcat hulks of men 
lying piled up within brick walls, in such 
a country, in such a day I Did a greater 
violence to the law of nature ever before 
present itself to sight, if one liad an eye to 
see it ? Schools, for girls, rather goodish ; for 
boys, clearly bad ; forward, impudent routine; 
— scholar, one boy, with strong Irish physi- 
ognomy — getting bi'ed to be an impudent, 
superficial pretender. So; or else sit alto- 
gether stagnant, and, so far as you can, roL 

* Meeting-place of Uie CoDfodenukHi of Kilkennj. 
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Hospital : haggard gLastliness of some looks 
— ^literally, their eyes grown "colorless" (as 
Mahomet describes the horror of the Day of 
Judgment). " Take me home !^* one half mad 
was urging ; a deaf man ; ghastly flattery of 
us by another (his were the eyes) : ah me ! 
Boys diillingy men still piled within their 
wiJls; no hope but of stirabout; swine^s 
meat, swine^s destiny (I gradually saw) : right 
glad to get away. Idle people, on road to 
castle; sitting on street curbstones, etc. ; uu* 
merous in the summer afternoon; idle old 
city ; can't well think how they live. Castle 
''superb" enough, but no heart for it; no 
portraits that I cai'e about — not even a cer^ 
tain likeness of the Duke James, the Great of 
Ormond;^^ my half-crown; won't write 
in the album; home dead-tii*ed; and O^S. 
is to come and dine. Of dinner little re- 
memberable at all. Strange dialect of Mi*s. 
Dr. Cane, a Wicklow lady ; made a canvas 
case for my writing-case this day, good host- 
ess I came of Scotch people ; rings with such 
a /i2^ in speaking as is unexampled hith- 
erto; all is f^tf, oCs^ etc; excellent mother 
and wife, so far as heart goes^ ''sure-ly." 
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Snuffy editors, low-bred, but not without en- 
ergy, onoe ^ all for repale,** now out of tliat ; 
Lave little or no memory of what they said 
or did. Dr. Cane himself, lately in prison 
for ^ repale,** now free and mayor again, is 
really a person of superior worth. Tall, 
straight, heavy man, >vith gray eyes and 
smallish globular black head; deep bass 
voice, with which he speaks slowly, solemn* 
ly, as if he were preaching. Iiish (moral) 
Grandison — touch of that in him ; sympathy 
with all that is good and manly, however, 
and continual effort towards that. Likes me, 
is hospitably kind to me, and I am grateful 
to him. Up-staii's about eight o^clock (to 
smoke, I think) ; lie down on rough ottoman 
at bed's end for five minutes; fall dead- 
asleep, and Duffy wakes me at one o'clock ! 
We are to go to-morrow moraing towards 
Waterford. I slept again, till towards six, 
and then wrote to my mother; as well as 
looked into "Commercial Eeading-rooms,^ 
etc., opposite me in the ancient narrow street. 
Jackdaws and lime- pointed old slate roofs 
were my prospect otherwise fore and aft. 
Crown of the year now in regard to Jieak 
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Thur^day^ 12tlh July. — Other stranger 
(snuffy editor now f) to breakfast, admires 
Gray*8 scheme — Edin. Gray, a projector of 
money schemes — to give all the world 
money at will; ^Mo nicely for Ireland, in- 
deed,** thought I, or said. Off with Duffy, 
in Dr.^8 chanot, to railway station, about 
10^ AJL Fii*st* class rail ; silent, excellent ; 
ends at Thomastown in about an hour. 
Private car thei*e; shady little street, hot, 
dose little inn, while they are packing lug- 
gage. Towards Waterford, railway men 
again breaking ground, groups of them vis- 
ible twice. Baw-boned peasant spoken to, 
striding with us up a hill ; sadly off since 
potatoes went and evictions came; strug- 
gling to do better. Jei^point Abbey ; huge 
iUstreesing mass of ruins ; huts leaning on the 
back of it : to me nothing noble at all, or 
less than nothing of dilettantemn must join 
with it Rest of the road singularly forgot- 
ten; Duffy keeping me so busy at taJk^ I 
suppose! Squalid hamlets, ditto cottages 
by the wayside, with their lean goats and 
vermin, I have forgotten the details of them ; 
at present they (try to) re^mei^e big and 
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vague — dim, worthless. ** Ballyhack f but A 
suppose it was ^ Mullinavat,^ where our man 
drew up ; tried for buttermilk at the little 
idle shop in the little idle village — ^unattain- 
able. ^ Carrickshock ^ farm on the fM8^ front- 
ing us (hedges or bushy ground about a 
mile off), where ^eighteen police/ seizing 
for tithes, were set upon and all killed some 
eighteen or more years aga And next! 
Vacancy ; not even our talk remembered in 
the least ; probably of questions which I had 
to answer. Duffy hummed continually, with 
words, but without tune, w^henever I ceased 
speaking; my own mood was one of silent, 
stony uneasiness. Saw the Suir coming ? my 
face was to the west ; suppose we must have 
gone by "the new road from Mullinavat;'* 
remember, partly broken (Duffy hoped from 
** repale insurrection ;^ alas, it was from bad 
masonry !) ; the road, too, was broad and not 
very hilly ; at length, under steep cliffs, we 
> come to the end of Wateiford long wooden 

bridge ; rattle over to the bright trim-looking 
long quay with its high substantial row of 
houses on the other side, rattle along the 

same, and at last are shoved out, very dusty 

4* 
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and dim, at Commercial Hotels where it, not 
£ur from ending, is intei'sected by a broad 
street at right angles : street, as I afterwards 
found, where ^ Meagher'' (the now convict) 
lived, and where his father still lives. [Mem. 
On the Friday morning at Dublin I had 
seen a big flaring lithograph portrait (whose 
I didn't know, like Lochhart somewhat) with 
the people murmuring sympathy over it, in 
a shop - Avindow near the end of Sackville 
Street: it was now removed; must have 
been M.*^] This (Thursday) afternoon was 
it now that I argued with Duffy about Smith 
O'Brien — ^I infinitely vilipending, he hotly 
eulogizing, the said Smith ? 

At Waterford it was Assize time and the 
G>mmercial Hotel was rather in an encum- 
bered state: two small bedrooms without 
fireplaces, in third floor ; mine looks out sea- 
ward, over clean courts, house-roofs, and, I 
ihinky sees a bit of country, perhaps even of 
aea. Letters ; one from Lord Stuai*t de De- 
ines (volunteer through Poor-law Ball), to 
whom I write that I will come, and endos- 
iDg Lord Monteagle's letter. At dinner (ex* 
edlent tole^ raises question of London soles ; 
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they are Waterford fish, but deteriorated by 
the transfer). Lord Carew's servant is here, 
Mr. Currey, Duke of Devonshire's agent from 
Lismore, is here ; send my letters to them. 
Brief interview with Lord Carew and son on 
the mon'ow here, nothing more ; much n^o- 
tiation with Mr. Currey, eager to do the hon- 
ors to me, in which enterprise he persisted 
and succeeded. Agent, kind of trading-man, 
to whom I had a letter from the Fitzgeralds: 
not at home; leave it Man comes afler ten, 
talks civill}'', lamentingly ; send him o£ A 
Quaker, one of Todhunter^s list, Strangmau, 
I think, after much inquiry, ^doesn^t now 
live in town.'' (Quaker Todhunter of Dub- 
lin had, by Dr. Kennedy's request, sent me to 
Kilkenny a list of Quakera in all the prin- 
cipal towns ; did see one of them at Limer- 
ick.) Duffy's Father Something was also 
not at home : so we returned to the hotel for 
tea. Father Some-other-thing, a silly, fluc- 
tuating, free-spoken priest, joined us in that 
meal ; we to breakfast with him to-morrow. 
Smoke cigar along the quay — the southern- 
most part of it beyond our hotel ; talk with 
shopkeeper kind of man thei*e, leaning over 
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the balustrade looking at the few ships and 
boats; Waterford's commerce ruined — this 
was the sum of aU my inquiries — two thou- 
sand hands acquainted with curing bacon 
had left the place, bacon (owing to potato- 
£Eiilure) having ended. Butter ditto, cattle 
ditto ; all has ended ^ for the time.^' Good 
many warehouses, Hiree in one place on the 
quay you may now see shut Walk late up 
to the Post-office ; big watchman, with grap- 
pling-hook for drunk men, patrolling the 
dock quay: ^Accidents may happen, sirP 
Wretched state of my poor clay carcass at 
that time. Currey has had a message for 
me ; talk with him hour and more after my 
return. Young, smart, clever-looking man, 
of lawyer and wholly English dialect and 
aspect; vx^vHt let me pass without hi% hospi- 
talities, though now I need them not Bed 
at last^ but no great shakes of a sleep. 

Friday^ Id/A Jvly. — ^Breakfast with the 
Father Something ; steepish street far back 
in the city ; other younger Father with him : 
clever man this, black«eyed florid man of 
thirty, not ill-informed, and appears to have 
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an element of real zeal in him, whicli is 
rare among these people. Priest's break- 
fast and equipment nothing special ; that of 
a poor schoolmaster or the like, living in 
lodgings with a rude old woman and her 
niece or daughter ; talk also similar — ^putting 
Irish for Scotch, the thing already known to 
me. To see some charitable Catholic schools; 
far off, day hot, I getting ill : Irish monk (pal- 
lid, tall, dull-looking Irishman of fifty) takes 
us hospitably ; forty or fifty boys, all Catho- 
lic, with good apparatus — these he silently 
W07iH set agoing for us (" holiday,^ or some 
such thing) ; we have to look at them with 
what approval we can. To the hotel, I with 
younger priest; totally sick and miserable 
when I arrive, take refuge up-stairs on thi'ee 
chairs and there lie, obstinate to speak to no 
man till our car go off Currey does see me, 
however; settles at last — will do the impos- 
sible (though unnecessary), and not be satis- 
fied without doing it Car at last (after Lord 
Carew, etc.); in the hot afternoon still high 
we rattle forth into the dust. 

Dust, dust, wind is arear of us (or some 
dusty way it blows) on the car; and there 
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is no comfort but patience, distant viexo of 
green, and occasionally a cigar. The wind, 
dusty or not, refreshes, considerably cui*e8 my 
sick nerves, as it always does. Strait dusty 
places: goats chained together with straw 
rope. " Repale would be agreeable r Scrub- 
by ill-cultivated country; Duffy talking much, 
that is, making me talk. Hedges mostly of 
gorw^ not one of them will turn any kind of 
cattle : alas I I found that the universal rule 
in Ireland, not one fence in five hundred that 
will turn. Gorse they are almost all, and 
vntJiout attention paid : emblematic enough. 
Kilmacthomas, clear white village hanging 
on the steep declivity. Duffy discovered; 
enthusiasm of all for him, even the (Gal way) 
policeman. Driver privately whispers me 
^ he would like to give a cheer for that gent'' 
** Don\ it would do him no good." Other 
policeman drunhj not mischievous but bab- 
bling drunk ; didn't see another in that or 
any such condition in all my travels. We 
were in the lower end of Kilmacthomas ; u^v 
wards it dimbed the brae, to the rightwai'd, 
with most decisive steepness : a poor small 
place, with houses or huts all limewashed. 
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street torn up by rain • streams ; lives very 
bright with me yet» as seen in the bright 
summer afternoon. Off again ; towards Dun- 
garvan ; the sun veiled from us, the wind ris- 
ing when we arrive there, about five or six 
o'clock. ^ Shake Dungarvan,*** an Irish prov- 
erb, means to make a splutter or loud demon- 
stration of any kind. Embanked road by 
way of approach ; mud of lagoon on each 
side, left-hand is seaward as you enter ; very 
bleak and windy just now. Gar is shifUd ; 
populace all out gazing at Duffy as if they 
would have stained through and through 
him : would I were at Dromana for one ; at 
Cappoquiu fii'st. This a poor one-horse car; 
and our accommodation is not superb. Duffy 
and I on the south side; had been on the 
north before. N.B. Absurd report about 
Shiel, ^LR, before we reached Dungarvan 
(" £3,000,000 short in the mint, somebody's 
robbery ;'' Duffy had heard it as a truth at 
Wateiford too, and our driver was full of 
it); meeting of the two brother caro, and 
loud banter of the drivers. These things, 
too, if they had any worth when recollected, 
I recollect Cappoquiu at last, in the thick- 

• ** Hake DttDgATTan ibako.** 
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ening dusk, 8^ I suppose; leave Duffy at 
the inn, and get a car for Dromana, in a 
most dusty, stiffened, petrified, far from envi- 
able condition. Dromana drawbridge (over 
some river tributary of the Blackwater), Dro- 
mana Pork ; huge square gray house and deep 
solitude; am admitted, received with real 
•hospitality and a beautiful quiet politeness 
(though my Waterford letter lia% not been re- 
ceived) ; and, once entirely stripped, washed, 
and otherwise refi*eshed, commit myself to 
the new kindly element — pure element that 
surrounds me. Sleep— Oh, the beautiful big 
old English bed I and bedroom big as ball- 
room, looking out on woody precipices that 
overhang the Blackwater ! Begirt with mere 
nlence ! I slept, and again slept, a heavy 
deep ; still remembered with thankfulnes& 

Saturday^ lith July. — Beautiful, breezy, 
sunny morning ; wide, waving wooded lawn, 
new-cropped of Kay ; huge, square, old gi*ay 
moDsioQ hanging on the woody brow or 
(Droniy Drum) over the river with steps, 
paihs^ eta, cut in the steep ; grand silence 
everywhere ; huge empty hall like a cathedral 
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when you entered ; all the family away but 
Lord Stuart and a step- daughter baroness, 
semi • German, and marned to a German 
now fighting against the Hungarians (baron- 
ess zealou% for him). The pleasantest morn- 
ing and day of all my tour. Quiet, simple 
breakfast; all in excellent order (tea liot^ 
etc.| as you find it rarely in a great house) ; 
my letter comes noxOy and we have a nice 
quiet hour or two, we three, over this and 
other things; ride with Lord Stuart to gar- 
dens, through woods to village of Droma- 
na ; clean slated hamlet with church, found- 
ed by predecessor (seventy or eighty yeara 
ago) for weaving. Ulster weavers have 
all ceaeed here; posterity lives by country 
labor, reasonably well, you would say. This 
was the limit of our ride. All trim, ra- 
tional, well ordered here ; Lord Stuart him- 
self good, quite English in style, and with 
the good-natured, candid-J/'at^^^n// dialect (^ 
la Twistleton) that reminds you of England. 
Talent enough too, and a sensibility to fun 
among other things ; man of fifty, smallish 
black eyes, full cheeks, expression of patience 
with oapahUUy of action, with the most pe^ 
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feet politeness at all points. Will drive me 
to Mount Mellemy ^^ Monastery ;'' does so; 
off about one. Other side of Cappoquin ; 
road \vildery mounting towards Knockmeil- 
down Mountains, which had made figure last 
night) which make a great figure, among the 
other fine objects, fi'om Dromana Pai*k ; ar- 
rive at Melleray in an hour or so. 

Hooded monks, actually in brown, coarse 
woollen sacks, that reach to the knee, with 
funnel-shaped hood that can be thrown back; 
Irish physiognomy in a new guise I Labor- 
era working in the field at hay, etc. ; counr 
try people they, I observe, j9re9k2^ over by a 
monk. Entrance ; squalid hordes of beggars 
sit waiting; Irish aocerd from beneath the 
hood, as a ^ brother '^ admits us; learning 
the lordship's quaLity^ he hastens off for ^ the 
prior,** a tallish, lean, not very prepossessing 
Irishman of forty, who conducts us thence- 
forth. Banished from Mount Meilleraye in 
France, about 1830^^ for quasi •political rea- 
sons^ the first of these Irishmen arrive penni* 
leas at Cork ; know not what to do : a Prot* 
estant Sir Something gives them ^ waste 
land,** wild, craggy moor on this upland of 
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the Elnockmeildowns ; charitable Catholics 
iDtervene, with other help; they straggle^ 
prosper, and are now as we see. Good bit 
of ground deared^ drained, and productive ; 
more in clear pit^ress thereto ; big, simple 
squara of buildings^ etc. {fhc^pd very grand, 
done by monks all the decorations), dormi- 
toiy very large, wholly wooden and clean ; 
bakehouse, poor library, nasty tuba of cold 
stirabout (coarsest I ever saw) for b^gars ; 
silence; each monk, when bidden do any* 
thing, does it, folds hands over breast^ and 
disappears with a large smile and a low bow ; 
curious enough to look upon, indeed I Gar- 
den rather weedy, a few monks poking about 
in it; work rather make-believe, I feared; 
offices in the rear; extensive peat-stack, mill ; 
body of haymakers, one or t\/o young monks 
actually making hay. Rise at 2 a.m. to their 
devotions ; have really to go through a great 
deal of drill-exercise through the day, inde> 
pendently of work One poor fellow in the 
library has been dabbling a bit in the ele- 
ments of geometry— elemental, yet ingenious. 
^^The other night lead spout has been torn 
off from our cowhouse there; new thing, 
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theft from t^'^ Excellent brown bread, milk 
and butter, is offered for viaticum; Lord 
Stuart, I see, smuggles some gift of money ; 
and with blessings we are rolled away again. 
The new ^ Monastery '^ must have accumu- 
lated several thousand pounds oi property in 
these seventeen or more or fewer years, in 
spite of its continual charities to beggara ; 
but this itself, I take it, must be very much 
the result of public cliarity (Catholic Ire- 
land much approving of them) ; and I con- 
feBS the whole business had, lurking under 
it for me, at this year of grace, a certain 
dramatic character, as if they were ^ doing 
it" Inevitable at this year of grace, I fear I 
Hard work I didn^t see monks doing: ex- 
cept it were one young fellow who was act- 
ually forking hay ; food, glory, dim notion 
of getting to heaven, too, I suppose these are 
motive enough for a man of average Irish 
insight? The saddest fact I heard about 
these poor monks was that the prior had dis- 
covered some of them surveying the Youghal- 
and-Gappoquin steamer, watching its arrival, 
fix>m their high moor, as the event of thdr 
day ; and had reprovingly taken away their 
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telescope : ali me I Potato-failure had sadly 
marred itiem too; they had sold their fiuo 
organ (a pious gift) lately, and even, as I 
heard, their ^^ whole stock of poultry'' in the 
famine year. 

One Sir Shaw, fine Ayrshire man, an 

old Peninsula soldier, Lord S.'s agent hei*e, 
to dinner with us; fine, heai*ty, hoary old 
soldier, rattles pleasantly away: "Napier 
used to say, If you would be a soldier, learn 
to deep /" Few can do it : Napoleon could. 
Snatch sleep whenever and wherever there 
is a chance. About ten I had to tear my- 
self up, and with real pathos snatch myself 
away from these excellent people. Their car 
waits for me in the dim summer night, an 
Englislh driver; and through Cappoquin I 
am hurried to Lismorc, smoking and looking 
into the dark boscage, into the dark world. 
Bridge building at Cappoquin, old bridge 
at Lismore Castle ; steepish ascent, old gate- 
house, passage, silent court; and at one of 
the cornera (left-hand or river side), Cun'ey, 
having done the impossible — -postedf namely, 
in bespoken relays of cars all the way from 
Waterford — ^is here some minutes ago to re- 
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ceive me; Dolce of Devonshire's impulse — 
strange enough — on me. Across the court, 
or through long silent passages to an excel- 
lent room and bed, fitted up as for persons 
of quality ; and there, bemurmui*ed by the 
Blackwater, quite happy had I not been so 
dyspeptic incurable a creature, I once more 
dissolve in grateful sleep under the clouds 
and stars. 

Sunday J \bilh Jvly. — Bright, sunny morn- 
ing again ; day too hot ; and I, alas I internal- 
ly too hot Noble old Castle, all sumptuous, 
dean, dry, and utterly vacant (only a poor 
Irish housekeeper, old, lame, clean, loitering 
on the stairs, with an appetite for shillings) 
— all mine for a few houra ; like a palace 
of the fiiiries. Drive towards the moun- 
tains; to a schoolhouse to be developed into 
Agricultural school by ^ the Duke :^ Currey, 
kind, active man, having his gig ready. Duke's 
property ends at the very peak of the very 
highest Knockmeildown, a cone that had 
been conspicuous to me these two days. Well- 
shaded country, up the clearest of little riv- 
ers ; schoolhouse atop, very windy; two girls 
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alone in the Louse. Currej salutes the peo- 
ple in Insh (which he has learned) as we 
drive down again ; meet many ^ coming from 
chapel '' or hanging about the road ; a cer- 
tain ^^ Squire '' Something is in talk with cer- 
tain common people ; nods to Cy. We turn to 
the right when near Lismore ; get into the park 
of some anarcliio squire (has been shot at, I 
think) ; bai*s and obstacles, high plantations 
dying for long want of the axe ; ugliest of 
houses, with its back to us, or ugly posterior 
to us ; anarchy reigns within (I am told) as 
without. Down at last towards Blackwater 
side ; where C.'s messenger, that was to row 
us, slightly/atfe; Currey, leaving horse, leav- 
ing message with somebody on the road, 
takes me through the fat rough meadows; 
get into the boat, rows me himself (good 
man), I steering. Fat rough meadows, scrag- 
gy border of trees or woods, continuous for 
a mile or two ; messenger appears on bank, 
mildly rebuked and reinstructed ; otter bobs 
up, have never seen another; fine enougli 
river, most obliging^o^^^ thereon. We step 
out, through a notable decayed squii'e's man- 
sion, now genteel farm ; find gig in messen- 
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gei'^s hands on the road; roll home; dine, 
and get packed and mounted again; over the 
moor to Youghal, the hospitable Currey still 
driving, still in all senses carrying me along. 
Much talk with him: about the unques- 
tionable confusion of leases ; unreasons, good 
effoi*ts, or otherwise, of neighbor landlords ; 
general state of men and things hereabouts ; 
on all which he talks well, courteously, wise- 
ly. " Old deer-park'' (Duke's) on the height, 
bare enough of look; somnolent Sunday ham- 
let, yet with people in Sunday clothes some 
of them ; somnolent bndge-keeper over mud- 
dy river, pleasantish road hitherto — mount 
now to the moor-top, and ragged barrenness, 
nvith many ix>ofless huts, is the main charac- 
teristic; wind rising to a proper pitch — Black- 
water side very beautiful. Dromana, etc., 
seen over it Squire's house hanging close 
with its lawnlet upon the edge of the high 
(seemed precipitous) liver-bank; fantastic- 
pretty in the sunny wind. Currey leaves 
letter there ; meet Squiress and ladies walk- 
ing in the grounds, Irish voices, pretty enough 
Irish ways of theii*s. And so along, by deep 
woody dells and high declivities, wild, varie- 
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gated, sometimes beautiful, sometimes very 
ugly road, emerge at last upon the^noZ i*each 
of the Blackwater; a broad, smooth, now 
quite tidal expanse, and along the north shore 
of this by swift, level, often shady course, to 
Youghal — ^" Yawal," as they name it: a town 
memorable to my early heart — ^poor brother 
Alick's song of " Yoogal Harbor" still dwell- 
ing with, bringing whom now fi*om heyand 
the ocean I Sun has about sunk : gray wind 
is cold. Youghal seen sheltei*ed under its 
steep high ground ; muddy, sooty, rather ugly 
look all has for such a fine natural scene. 
Long, flat, bare road at last, as if an embank* 
ment much of it. Halliday's stake nets, as 
used in Sol way Firth ; poor Halliday ! " Cap- 
tain Flash !" they sued him at law, put down 
his nets (he is now dead), sent him away, and 
directly took to the mme mode of fishing, 
which still continues. Notable history of the 
" Bill for Deepening Youghal Harbor " too ; 
unreason, contradiction of neighboring Sir 
This and Mr. That ; patience of good quiet 
Duke; renewed unreason and misfortune. 
Yl. Harbor lies exactly of its old depth 
to this hour! Duke has here borrowed 
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£10fiOO of government money to embank 
the marsh, and employ YL poor in famine 
year; which atill goes on: good speed to 
it! Duke of Devonshire, and those he rep- 
resents, I find eminent as ^good landlords'* 
— ^according to the commonly accepted scale 
of worth, they have been and are ^good 
among the heaV^ Bridge over Blackwater 
at Lismore ; general style of management ; 
bere, too, I found what was before visible, 
that the English absentee generally far sui*^ 
passes the native resident as an owner of 
land; and that all admit the fact indeed. 
What ^a scale of worth,** though, must it be I 
Dingy scattered houses along a dingy waste, 
hungry, main street full of idle Sundayers ; 
turn sharp to right up a lane close past a 
school founded by first Earl of Cork, past 
comer of ^ Sir Walter Raleigh's house ** (now 
a Quaker's), and in the cold dusty dusk we 
dismount in a little grassy court — court of 
'^ Youghal College** (a kind of religious foun* 
dation, nobody could well tell me what) ; 
where, better or worse, an ancient pair of do* 
mestics received the tired travellers, light fire, 
get tea for them ; and so^ taking leave of Cu^ 
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rey, who is to start At two ajc. and do the 
impossible again to be at his grandgnry work 
in Waterfordy I mount to a big dim old roonii 
the inner of two, and tumble into bed. Wss 
there ever, for one things a more assiduous 
host than this Mr. Gurrey t He expected his 
wife to have met him here; she is absent 
%vith her children, bathing • quarters some 
seven miles off (Dungarvan Bay perliapBt)| 
but, owing to the mad state of the|MMAr here* 
abouts just now, has never got his letter : 
nght hearty good-night to him. 

Monday f \^tli July. — After two sleeps 
awoke to a bright day, in my welcome seclu- 
sion here at the back of Youghal dingy town. 
Strange place, considerable park, %vith old 
rugged trees, with high old walls, with rough 
grass and a kind of walk kept gravelly 
through and round it; leans up against the 
rapidly rising ground ; roofs of the town and 
some quiet clean houses in the back street 
visible fi'om the higher hillward part of the 
walk. What can he the use of such a place ? 
very mysterious; to me in my present hu« 
mor veiy useful ; most still forenoon passed 
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vbolly tbere. Servant, graff but good, is an 
old Eoglish Boldier, wife an old Youghol 
woman, iTfao is much taken up witb ** Meth- 
odist MisuoDs" in Ireland, for one thing; 
will bare me to subscribe ; I won't Dim, 
half - dilapidated old house; my big room, 
big windows that shove up and give egress 
into the park : still time, writing there ; but 
about noon (coach is to go about one or two) ; 
^valk westward nearly the whole length of 
Ta'al ; dingy semi-savage population ; rough, 
fierce-faced, ragged, in the maiket-place (or 
quay), where the wares are of small mercan- 
tile value; ballad-singer ther& "Clock-gate** 
before that ; and washed old humble citizen 
giudes me into this square space of quay or 
market (if it were anything but some huck- 
stering rag-fair, with a few potatoes, etc^ in 
it); Poetoffice "no stamps;" borne by the 
tipper or northward range of lane, high on 
the hill-edge, looking quite down upon the 
main street) to which again I descend. Wood- 
en bridge, seen hastily yesternight, I hardly 
recollect at all Coacb^fiuv one shilling, 
** OpponUon being hot " — some thirty-three 
miles; get away at last amid « rough mia- 
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cellanyy all or most of them, however, to nait 
of me. Gruff servaDt (his am^ I think, brought 
my luggage) ^ks, ''Are you for Derbyahire 
DOW, sir?^ thinking me bent atraight for 
^ the Duke.** Crack, crack, through Clock«gate 
(clock standing^ as I had found) ; westward, 
sight of sea and ships on left ; mount, inn ; 
fairly up out of dingy Youghal ; Cable Island 
rises dear on the left, amid dear sea, in the 
windy summer sunshine ; and we are fairly 
whirling on towarda Brisk black-eyed dri- 
ver often whips behind, ridiculously often, all 
the way. 

Killeigh ; poor village, brook at this end, 
remember little of it Poor woman who had 
got up beside me takes to crying; her son, 
driving her last time she was here, is now 
buried in that churchyard — ''God's will:" 
she gradually quieted herself; " bad times for 
poor, eta f yes, but could or would tell me 
almost nothing about the details. Welter- 
ing wet black bogs hefo)*e Killeigh ; and sea 
getting distant, with crops and scrags and 
bogs between us and it Little memorable 
to Castle Mai*t}T: broad, trim little street of 
that. Lord Shannon's gate and park at west 
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encL Ragged boys, brown as berries; tat- 
tered people everywhere in quaDtity, but I 
had now grown used to them. *^ Middleton ^ 
—I really thought they called it ""MiUtowii "" 
— remember its long broad street of good 
bouses ; its stream or two streams at west ex- 
tremity, with big mills ; distillery (I think) 
in the distance, now a subsidiary poorhouse, 
a frequent phenomenon in these parts. Coun- 
try not quite bare, otherwise scraggy, bushy, 
weedy, dusty, full enough of ragged people, 
not now memorable to me at all Cork 
Harbor, a long irr^ular firth, indenting the 
land in all manner of irregularities for ten or 
twelve miles^ now b^ns to show some of 
its lagoons and muddy creeks, not beautiful 
here ; various castles, etc, are on the left ; 
on the left lies or lay Cloyne (Bp. Berke- 
ley's), but ^ we don't ])ass through it, sir.'' 
Evening is getting cloudy, coldish, windy ; 
carts met, some air of real trade\ alas I if you 
look, it is mostly or all meal-sacks, Indian- 
corn sacks — ^poorhouse trade. I didn't in all 
Ireland meet one big piled carrier's cart, not 
to q[)eak of carrier's wagon, such as we see 
here I ^ Barry's Court," somebody names for 
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me on the left ; square old pile (Baleigh, in 
Desmond's war of 1580) ; remember "Foaty " 
also, which looked rather like a sentiy^box in 
the wide flat, now opening gray in the windy 
evening, with the muddy meanders of Cork 
Harbor labyrinthically indenting it Cold, 
dusty, windy : steep^ height now on our lefk^ 
clothed with luxuriant wood, nice citizens' 
boxes nestled there — miles of it (perhaps near 
three); looks very well; and Cork itself, 
white-housed, through the twilight vapor, is 
now visible ahead. Long street of suburb ; 
goodish houses; at last Cork itself. Lea 
Bridge sharp to left; fine wide crowded 
street like a small Cork "Portland Place,*' 
with fine shops, etc.; to left again a little of 
this. " Wo-hp 1" — porter of Imperial Hotel is 
waiting ; lia% heard of Duffy. I get letters, 
washing; mutton-chop for dinner; young 
Englishmen — middies, as I gradually discov- 
er — ^are rather loudly dining near me. There 
gradually dining in the wholesomest way 
attainable, I read my letters (Duffy, out to 
dinner, not yet visible) ; and endeavor to 
enjoy, or, failing that, to endure. Walk on 
the streets with cigar ; loud song of the blind 
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beggar on Lea Bridge; gave him a penny 
and stopped silently to listen : ^ Oab Kebris- 
tins, may the Lard protec ye from the dan- 
gers av the nighty and guide yer sowls, eta, 
etc.; and may ye never know what it is 
forever dark^ and have no eyes— and for 
Kehroist's sake, lave a penny for the blind 
that can never see again I^ All this, or some- 
thing similar in expression, he chanted in a 
loud, deep voice, strange enough to hear for 
the first time in the sti'eaming thoroughfare 
in the dusk. Bain slightly beginning now, I 
return ; take to writing : near eleven o'clock 
— announces himself ** Father O'Shea !" (who 
I thought had been dead^ ; to my astonish- 
ment, enter a little gray-haired, intelligent^ 
and-bred-looking man, with much gesticu- 
lation, boundless loyal welcome, red with 
dinner and some wine, engages that we are to 
meet to-morrow^— and again with explosion 
of welcomes, goes his way. This Father 
O'Shea, some fifteen years ago, had been, 
with Emerson of America, one of the two 
sons of Adam who encouraged poor book- 
seller Fraser, and didn't discourage him, to 
go on with ^ Teufelsdrdckh.'' I had often 
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remembered Lim since ; bad not long before 
rMnquired his name, but imderstood 8<Hne- 
how that he was dead — ^and now 1 To bed, 
after brief good-night to Daffy ; and, for rat- 
tling of window (masses of pamphlets will 
not still it) cannot, till near five ajl, get to 
sleep at all. 

Tu^day^ Vlth Jkdy.^—^ Seven o'clock, nrl 
seven o'clock, sirP this I wove for some 
time into my deep dreams; then had to 
awake to see a little bottle-bi*ush • headed 
" Boots " with thimbleful of " warm water,** 
who had marked me wrong "on his slate." 
Accui'SGd '^ Boots r'— dismiss him, almost like 
to assassinate him; but no sleep more; a 
miserable day for health that; especially un- 
fit to walk (ah me !) round by the Post-office 
(I suppose) by streets and quays after break- 
fast. Shallow stream (tide out) with high 
walls, somewhere off the main river; statue 
of George II. close by ; market-place, rather 
squalid, miscellaneous ; home and write till 
two, when Duffy with "Denny Lane** enters. 
Happily I had missed all the forenoon*8 
sights (schools, monasteries, etc.) ; am to go 
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down the river by steam, and dine with 
Lane and a compaDy, to sleep to — but 
that was altered at last: fine brown Irish 
figorei Denny; distiller — ex-repaler; frank, 
hearty, honest air; like Alfred Tennyson a 
little ; goes^ and I write again till near four. 
Steamer then, and our company gathering 
amid the crowd on deck— obliged to talk to 
this and the other : much rather sU and look. 
Beautifol white city, Cork, at the foot of its 
ateep woody slope ; at the head of its in- 
deniive narrow frith, cutting its way through 
the hollows, making hills into tslandsy for ten 
miles up or more. Behind Cork hilly conn* 
try to sea, I suppose, but saw not Sit on 
the paddle-box; stony-eyed friendly-profess- 
ing Ulster Irishman (ironmonger, I think, but 
connected with Cork newspaper) acting as 
''cicerone.'' Foaty, etc, visible again; an 
open fnth-indented plain. Southwestward (?) 
of the woody steep with its white coun- 
try-houses ; might be very beautiful, but is 
not yet Down the frith ; passage, ill-white- 
washed, weathered road ; before that villas, 
aome ^ Convent ^ the principal edifice. I saw 
out aomewhere after passage ; Lane waiting 
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there, no time for Cove now. I drive back 
with stony-eyed friend ; get, in some artifi- 
cial walled establishment for that end, a salt- 
water bath. On then to Denny's cottage; 
which proves a small, very ax>wded place^ 
hanging over the sea • water, looking acrosa 
towards Gove Island. Have to dimb first 
(right indi9pa9ed for walking) ; kind Father 
O'Shea going through his Hours^ or doing 
something devotional, looking out like a liv- 
ing statue in a garden for some minutes after 
I came in sight ; all priests' duty at certain 
hours : devotions done, statue Shea becomes 
live Shea, and cordially greets nie again. 
Other priest, proprietor of garden, foolish 
rather, climbs with us, soon goes ; and hap- 
pily we are in Denny's, and sit 

Dinner hospitable, somewhat hugger-mug- 
ger ; much too crowded ; old mother of Dy. 
Lane sat by me, next her Father O'Some- 
thing {Sullivan^ I discover in my letters). 
Shea's curatCy a Cork witj as the punch soon 
showed him ; opposite me was Father Shea, 
didactic, loud-spoken, courteous, good every 
way — a true gentleman and priest in the Irish 
style, my ardy good specimen of that One 
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Barry, editor of songs, of newspapers, next 
Lim ; Duffy and two, nay, three or four more, 
to left of me at the other end. O^ullivan 
in yellow wig, man of fifty with hrich com- 
plexion, with inextinguishable good-humor, 
caught at all straws to hang some light wit 
on them ; really did produce much shallow 
laughter (poor soul) from me as from others ; 
merry all ; woilh seeing for once, this scene 
of ^ Irish life.** Out after sunset, take a 
boat to Fort Carlisle, land at Cove ; beauti- 
fullest still twilight: walk about Cove, which 
seems much larger than I expected. Duffy 
recognized ; ^Mr. Duffy there T said some lad 
or girl, in the back or vpper narrow street 
^Blackthorn stick I^ Phantasm in straw- 
hat and rags, amid a small group of inhabi- 
txmts, all gone to black sliadows at this hour, 
singing or acting some distraction, the bur- 
den of which was ^Blackthorn sticks 
Some Irish modem Hercules who helps him- 
self divinely out of all difficulties by that 
^ Sure the craithurs are sick T says he once, 
on some phenomenon or other turning up ; 
then follows babblement quite unintelligible 
to me ; but it is all cleared and cured soon 
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OS appears, by Lis ^ Blackthorn stick 1" Soot* 
iest, most phantasmal piece of nonsense I ever 
heard : to our boat again, Denny (ashamed 
of '^Blackthorn") dra^ng me off. Dark 
now; sea beautiful, and light still in itL 
Songs from two persons, editor Barry one of 
them ; Father O^ullivan, still witty, steer^ 
ing (Father O^hea had stayed on land). 
'^ In hopes to harbor in thy arms T was one 
of Barry^s songs. ^ La-n ho-opes to luMrbor 
in thy a-a-annsT reiterates always some 
much-enduring mortal of the sailing class — 
and does get mamed, I think — with a i-ound 
of applause from us, and cow joining iu the 
burden. Round of applause done. Father 
0'S.y with a confidential business tone, men- 
tions, "Though joining faintly in the cho- 
rus, in the name of the Church I beg leave 
to protest 1" this, with the tone and yellow 
wig, etc., did well enough; a specimen 
of Father Sn. All priests almost, except 
Shea, 8ui*pnse me by their seeming careless- 
ness about i*eligion, a matter of militaiy drill 
with them, you would say. This cheery 
O^uUivan, with his vulgar but real good 
humor, was amongst the best I can remem« 
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ber, after the good O^Shea, who I hear labors 
diligently among a lai^e poor flock — three 
or four curates — ^and, though nothing of a 
bigot^ seems truly a serious man. Home in 
two cars, O^Shea in mine; jolty, dark, late, 
about two Ajf. at Imperial Hotel (when a 
b^ging idiol starts up to am^t us in ringing 
/ bell). We all part : sleep with difficulty two 
^ hours again ; not the happie^i of men, no I 

WedneBday^ \%tli July. — Damp moraing, 
yet with struggling sunshine; rejected con- 
tributor of Duffy's, sits at back table while 
we breakfast ; speaks of Lord Limerick, of 
Dolly's Brae affiiir (quite new)- — baddish 
fellow; foi^tten all but his voice. Three 
coaches in the road; immense packing, get 
under way at last, towards Killamey and 
Shine Lawlor. Longish row of fellows Ht' 
ting against the walls of houses on quay at 
the bridge end ; very ugly in their lazzarone 
aspect under the sunshine. Spacious but 
halfwaste aspect of streets as we roll up- 
wards towards the hill country out of Cork. 
Windy, and ever more so; country bare. 
Put off hat (owing to head wind) at first 
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stagey and took out eeip from my carpetbag. 
Bare oommonplaoe ooantry^— plenty of ine- 
qualities and ^ natural ftatara^" but culture 
and elegance of taste in possessors much 
wanting. Blarney Gasde^ I remember it^ 
among its bit of wood at the foot of dingy 
uncultivated heights^ in dingy bare country ; 
a gray square tower mainly^ vidble in its 
wood, which the big waste seemed to re- 
duce to a patch. Country getting barery 
wilder;/<>i^R0<^nowaIl details of it Meet 
criminals in long carts escorted by police; 
young women many of them, a kind of gyp- 
sy beauty in some of the witches — ^keen glanc- 
ing black eyes, with long coarse streams of 
black hair; "To Cork for trial'' — eheu I Saw 
at another point of the road large masses of 
people camped on the wayside {other aide of 
Mallow, I think ?), " waiting for outdoor re- 
lief;'' squalid, squalid, not the extremitt/ of 
raggedness seen at Kildare, however. Re- 
member next to nothing of the country; 
hedgeless, dim ; moory, tilled patches in 
moory wildeiiiess of untilled; heights in 
the distance, but no name u> them di8Cove^ 
able^ nor worth much search ; wind freshen* 
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ing and right ahead. Mallow perhaps about 
two o'clock; hollow with modicum of woods; 
green all and fertile • looking, with pleasant 
slate -roofii and promise of a goodish town 
soon. Town really not bad : swift yet dark- 
ish stream as we enter; ascending street, 
shops^ air of some business; baiTack (fails 
nowhere) ; we descefid again swiftly, street 
narrower and winding, but still handsome 
enough ; have to turn to Limerick Railway 
Station, and then, amid the tumult of men, 
horses, boxes, cars, and multiplied confusion, 
wait long before we can return to hill-foot, 
and resufM our road. Sheltered road for 
some miles; on our right over the hedge, 
runs ugly as chaos ditch of a futile ^ canal.'^ 
This is the way to Ballygiblin (Sir W. and 
Lady Beecher's), but I have given up that 
Wind still higher, "sunshine gone; haggard 
fiunine of beggars (one stage I specially re- 
member in this respect ; poorest of hamlets, 
hungriest of human populations) ; dust, tem- 
pest, threatenings of rain ; cigars are my one 
poor consolation. At ** Millstreet ^ dine or 
lunch ; pleasant village among woods on the 
hill-slope^ as seen from the distance ; interior, 
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one mass of mendicancy, rained by the ^ fiun^ \ 
ine,^ by the potato>fiiilare. All towns here ) 
seem to depend for thrir trade on mere prod* 
uce of the earth : mills^ distiUeries^ bacon, 
butter — what of ^ respectability with gig** 
could be derived from that has taken station 
in towns, and all is wrecked now. After 
lunch, street filled with beggars ; people in 
another coach threw ha1f*pence ; the popola- . 
tion ran at them like rabid dog% dog% of both 
sexes, and whelps ; one oldish fellow I saw 
heating a boy, to keep at least him out of 
the competition. Rain; "Hay-y-p!" down 
hill at a rapid pace ; happily we get away. 
Duffy has taken i-efuge inside ; and the rain 
now for about an hour becomes furious — 
lasts in furious occasional showers, but brief- 
er, till near the end of the jouraey. Deso- 
late, bai*e, moory countiy ; hanging now in 
clear wet ; much bog, mainly bog; treeless and 
swept over by a harsh moist wind; ugly, 
ugly, and very cold ; meet di-ove of horses 
coming from (or going to?) some ^fair.^ 
Light, dean-shanked, cob-looking creatures, 
very cheap ; I was told ^ JS5 " or so, for they 
are unbred and they are lean. Sharp-nosed, 
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pinched little Irishman Avith wild gray little 
eyes and dark hair has now (I really don't 
remember where) got upon the coach; is 
very explanatory, communicative — a kind of 
caterer for some hotel , as I gathered after- 
warda ^ That is ^ Mangerton ' (a huge ugly 
hulk of a mountain, truncated-pyramidal), 
with the DeviPs Punchbowl on the top of 
it; that is the lake-country; and Mac^lli- 
cuddy^s Reeks you see there (farther west> 
ward, an irregular serrated ridge), the 
highest land in Ireland I^ and so forth. A 
gentleman in dish-hat, whom I had seen 
first in Mallow (Lawless, Lord Cloncurry's 
son, as I learned afterwards), came now up 
beside me : civil English dialect, ^ had got 
spoiled potatoes to dinner yesterday at Mai- 
low.** Nothing memorable more. A fierce 
rain where we changed horses, when he got 
up ; wretched people cowering about to look 
at us^or beg, nevertheless: and this ended our 
rain for that evening. N.B. Lawless's for- 
mer coach was somehow connected with the 
London undertaking (new this season) to 
forward or f rani man to Killamey for a cen 
tain ram : one or two frankers^ I think he 
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told me, were in tLat coocb. Dim to me all 
of it — and unimportant 

Mangerton, streak of Killaraey evening 
smoke, and Macgillicuddy's serrated ridge, 
front of the mountain-country, handsomely 
fiinged, too, with some wood, were now get- 
ting veiy visible ; the moor changes itself 
into drained cultivated land, with gentle- 
men's seats, and human or TMre human farm- 
houses — decidedly rather beautiful, by con- 
trast especially. Bain gone, wind tolerably 
fallen ; western sky clear as Bilvei\ but most- 
ly still overhung with dark waving sheets of 

• 

cloud. ^^ Inn, and a cup of hot tea ;'' that is 
the grand outlook I Big mills (I think ?) at 
crossing of some stream ; we are near some 
castellated modern house up on the left — 
name forgotten, proprietor (useful, slightly 
squinting young man, connected with Peoble 
O'Keefe's territory) dined with us next day. 
High avenues. Lord Kenmare's ; steepish de- 
scent ; paved street at last, and square-built 
open street (town of 6000, you would have 
said — 12,000 I was told^\ chaos of hungry 
porters, inn agents, lodging agents, beggai*s, 
stoiming round you, like ravenous dogs round 
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carrion ; this is Killarney. Swifty ob swift, 
into the car for ** Rochets,'' for anybody^s ; 
and let us off I Rochets, I find, is a mile and 
a half distant ; at the lake side or near it ; 
fine avenues all the way, and we go fast — the 
inn itself, a kind of general lodging • house 
rather, did, in my e^cpenence, by no means 
correspond to our hope. Funeral overtaken 
by us; the *^ Irish howP* — totally disap 
pointing, there was no soitow whatever in 
the tone of it A pack of idle women, 
mounted on the hearse as many as could, 
and the rest walking, were hoh-hoh-ing 
Avith a grief quite evidently hired, and not 
worth hiring. Swift through it I Here is 
^ Roche's,^ a long row of half-cottage-looking 
buildings; in the middle part is the inn 
proper, and we get admitted Uditer gualiter. 
Bedrooms of the smallest ever seen, ^ no pri- 
vate sitting-room;^* bread bad, tea lukewann, 
etc.; public room (which, happily, is nearly 
mnpty) has no window that will come down 
at all, and to shove any up (or support it up) 
you must have a stick; evidently not the 
best ventilated, or the best in any respect, of 
terrestrial inn& I walked out to be free of 



My Irish ymamtf. 117 

the hot foul air; wonld fiun have Been the 
lake or Muckruss Abbey at night without 
any guidoi but couldn't ; no admittance any- 
whera Bain beginning^ I came in; wrote » 
letter; went to bed. 

Thiiniay^ 10<& J^y. — ^Bedroom reminde 
me of being tied up in a eaek; dean, quiet 
little cell, however ; smoke out of the win» 
dow, and look at the early sun and moon. 
Moon turned away fix>m Killamey. Shine 
Lawlor appears at breakfast : polite, quick, 
well -bred •looking, intelligent little fellow, 
with Irish -English air, with little bead-eyes 
and features, and repide feelings, Irish alto- 
gether. We are to come after breakfast, he 
will ^ show us the lake,^ regrets to have no 
bed, etc. — ^polite little man — and we are to 
bring the inn car for ourselves and him. 
Poor S. L., perhaps he had no car of his own 
in these distressed times I The evident pov- 
erty of many an Irish gentleman and the 
struggle of his hospitality with that, was 
one of the most touching sights — inviting, 
and even commanding, respectful ^iileMe from 
the guest, surely; Shine LawWs ^CasUe 
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Loogb " (I think he calls it) is a beautiful 
litUe place, in thick woods^dose to ^KocheV' 
and looking over the veiy lake — though not 
from this pai*lor where we now were. Shea 
Lawlor there too, a kinsman from Ban try ; 
tallow - complexioned, big, erect man, with 
aharp-croaking Irish voice, small cock-nose, 
stereotype glitter of smile, and small, hard 
blue eyes — explodes in talking about Duffy ; 
ez-repaler, talks mt/c/i, half- wisely, whole- 
foolishly (I find), in that vein. ^ Rev. Dr. 
Moor, Principal of Oscot,^* high, heavy man 
in black (Catholic) gaitei*s ; Catholic Harmo- 
nious Blacksmith — really very like Whewell. 
Toung Shine Lawlor^s brother a medunis 
from Edinburgh; pleasant idle youth with 
cavendish tobacco: these are the party; 
Shine, Duffy, and I off in car for ^ Gap of 
Dunloe f the others — all but Shea — are to 
meet us in boat Killamey workhouse; 
8000 strong, the old abominable aspect of 
^ human swinery'' — managed as handsome- 
ly as they could. Kain has begun; Dufl^ 
tums^ prefers to talk all day with Shea at 
Castle Lough: Shine and I alone; swift 
pleasant* enough colloquy; sensible, shifty 
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man, has done his best in fiunineitims^ with 
wretched tenants ; still above water^ thanks 
to ^ lying money ** he had. Farm of his; 
** Will you enterr Yes, Bare^ very bare^ 
new cottage ; built by fiirmer himsdf, who 
has a long lease ; dodoBi puddles^ with rub* 
bish all round ; kitchen place empty of fumi- 
tare, except a stool or two^ and some vestige 
of perhaps one table by the back wall ; sod 
roof visible from within ; bearded, dirty, big 
farmer there, who stutters and is civil ; worn 
little old wife, who is reluctant ^to show 
me her milk-bouse.'' How she keeps her 
milk ? "I kape it in heelers P — ^\vith a hag- 
gard glance from the comer of her old black 
eyes. Daughter and she conduct us, never- 
theless ; over wet cow-house spaces from step- 
ping-stone to stepping-stone; an ancient 
covhlioim^ windows walled up \vith morta^ 
less stones, no cows in iV, milk in ^ keelers " 
(wooden coolers^ shallow pails), standing two 
rows on the floor ; sod roof visible above has 
once had some smear of lime- wash ; transient 
/ fat has rained down clay into some of the 
Vdisbes ; alas, alas I They supply the Killa^ 
ney workhouse with milk ; have forty cows 
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(they say — ^perhaps forty liea^^ that is their 
farm industry. Fat stuttenng fanner escorts 
us through spongy dock-field civilly to the 
road ; and we mount again, and roll. ^ Na- 
tional School here ; walk in ?'' A most som- 
nolent dusty establishment: perhaps some 
sixteen little scholars; unshaven, sleepy 
schoolmaster; ^liOB no best class,'' he says; 
and, indeed, it is all a shrine of dusty sleep, 
among the worst of ^ National Schools :'' not 
at all without rivals and even surpassers 
(victors in that bad race), as I found. ^' Out- 
door relief next ; at a wretched little coun- 
try shop ; Shine's frank, swift talk to the 
squalid crowd : dusty squalor, full of a noisy 
hum, expressing greed, suspicion, and incar- 
nated nonaenae of various kinds. Ragged 
wet hedges, weedy ditches; nasty, ragged, 
spongy-looking flat country hereabouts — like 
a druni country fallen down to sleep amid 
the mud. 

To left, up narrow hard moo^road here, 
hard like Creigenputtock country; beggars 
waiting at solitary comers, start with us^ run 
sometimes miles; get nothing — ^Lawlor doesn't 
them in the least We are mounting 
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£Bt8t into the stony hills ; Mai^lieuddyi not 
always very conspicuous^ lies still further to 
the west (I think); this route is wholly 
westward of the lake. One b^gor mn finr 
two, or perhaps three^ miles; he^ on the dis- 
missal of our car, does get coots^ etOi to cany, 
and a shilling,! suppose. Ex-f^^psZ^Shinedoes 
agree with me that a Parliament — ony Par- 
liament^ in these times— is a mere tolldng^mor 
chine ; that ^ Parliament on Coll^e^reen," 
even if it conld be had, is moonshine. Pass 
is getting straiter, high rocky brows on left 
hand. We dismiss our car, take to walking ; 
mount now through the ^ Gap ^ itself; high 
rugged back cliffs of slaty or fiag structure 
lower overhead on both hands; with tum- 
bled masses of the same below, and bright 
fat grass bordering them — ^ grass which lciU% 
cattle ^ (when they get too mxuok of it sud* 
denly, I suppose !). Melancholy small fiirm 
(with clean straw-roof, however), where the 
gap opens into a kind of craggy wide pit, 
and we are now at the summit of the place ; 
\vild, gray, damp sky, and showers still scud* 
ding about In fi'ont of the farm-house is 
^ Dunloe Hotel,^ so Shine laughingly names 
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it Squalid, dark, empty cottage, where, 
with A dirty table and bench, without fire 
visible, food, or industry of any kind, sit 
two women to press upon you the ^ dainty 
of the country,*^ ^ whiskey and goat^s milk.'* 
Taste it; a greasy abomination; gave the 
wretches sixpence, and get away. Poor 
wretches, after all; but human pity dies . 
Bxvay into stony misery and disgust in the j 
excess of such scenes. One of these women 
is the farmer's sister ; '^ he won't let me en- 
ter Jiis house,'* she said or hinted ; the other 
miglress of the vendible dainty, I learned af- 
terwards (at least if Irish caraian's observa- 
tion could teach), was ^Kate Kearney's^ 
niece ; ^ Kearney ^ she too, but not of tlie 
song — ^though, if lifted from her squalor, she 
might be a handsome woman. Step along 
out of rocky circuit (amphitheatra would 
have slcped more) ; Shine talking of deer- 
hunts here ; no other stock (hcaixl of), unless 
it were that farmer's two or three small iews 
(cows). Other face of the wild, too haggard, 
misty glen (to right of us), and glens and 
hiUs ; boggi/ - looking ; air of Galloway and 
Pattock. Path, for which we have left 



tlic i"oad,i9 craggy; sharp showers fall; de- 
Bcend, descend ; ^e,^r the bottom we meet 
youug Lawlor, find Catliolic Ilarmonious 
Blacksiiiitli waiting tor us under tLe slieltcr 
of a little bridge : fimnrd now to — boat- 
house (it proTeaXwidi gay boa^ four dreMed 
handscnne native boatmen; and ilunyiete.; 
landi iu it (as the oars go), of which I eaa- 
not eat, nradi jweibrring to smoke instead. 

Lake dear, bine— almost blaek ; slaty pn- 
dpitons islets rise fieqnent ; rocky daric hill^ 
somewhat fringed with native arbutus (very 
frequent all about Killarney), mount sky- 
ward on every hand. Well enough — ^but 
don't bother me with audibly admiring it: 
oh ! if you but wouldn't ! Come once or 
twice aground with our boat, in muddy 
creeks seeking the picturesque too eagerly ; 
otherwise a pleasant sail. " Ornamental cot- 
tages," deep shrouded in .arbutus wood, with 
clearest cascades and a depth of aHence very 
inviting, abound on the shores of these lakes; 
but sometAitiff of dilapidation, b^gaiy, hu- 
man fatuity in oue or other fonu, is pain- 
fully visible iu nearly all. "Ornamental 
cottage" first; woman had gone out to gain 
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a half-penny by opening a gate for us (but 
missed that somehow) ; within on^ window 
of the place, a gray fat savant is busy stick- 
ing dead beetles into his natural - history 
pocket-book with pins ; rolls a big minatory 
eye on us as we pass ; kitchen next to him, 
where we enter, is squalling infant (mother 
out to gain half-penny), loibbishly fireless 
floor with two other children — ugly, upon 
my honor I Stag-hunts have been; yonder 
(west side of the lake) ; most silent, solitary, . 
with a wild beauty looking through the ) 
squalor of one^s thoughts; that is the im- 
pression of the scene ; moistly soft weather 
too harmonized. Boatman sings us, by or- 
der, two ^ repale songs f deep bass voice and 
business tone; songs obscurely emblematic^ 
clearly of most ignorant character; a fine 
Boman-nosed steel-complexioned fellow, the 
singer; who also awoke echoes^ worth not 
much. I remember a most rapid strait^ be- 
tween black rocks, sometimes reckoned dan- 
gerous ; item, an old black bridge (beggar- 
girls at it^^ We been waiting for ye all day I**). 
Boatman steered (song — ^boatman chiefly), 
and shot the lightened boat^ we passing on 
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fiwt, along the rapid rock ■ walletl chaonel 
here. DaDgeroua tbis, truly; especially ia 
floods ; gentleman (young Lawlor's acquaint- 
ance) drowned there in spite of best s^vim- 
ming skill. We waited, iu min, below some 
otlier bridge (I remember till boat came up); 
passed also below a wooden bridge (woody, 
%Tild, but pleasant country, all this); and 
now we are in the lower lake, bigger but not 
so interesting. Land at some ornamental 

cottage called , where, the people being 

understood to bo at dinner, we do not call ; 
go on to " Lady Kenmare's cottage f and re- 
turn. Beautiful little cottage, "which Iier 
Ladyship never inhabits;" in the 8^7eetest 
little woody bay or cove; mosaic pavement 
down to the water edge ; grand Svoisa pro- 
jecting eaves; bay-windows, eta All the 
floors and sofas pealed, if we look within ; 
and for a finale a big stone has been hoisted 
through one of the glass panes, which gapes 
there, wide as your hat, as if in sorrowful an- 
ger and surprise : " Her Ladyship never vis- 
its it" Alas t the futilities of man I Big 
lake is rather vrindy, even rough ; some re- 
ligious island with edifice (name foi^gotteo) 
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is visible in it to left or nartliweBt. Muck- 
russ House (Herbert^s) indistinctly, Muck- 
russ Abbey hardly nt all, with woods and 
those bare Mangertons and mountains in 
front; pale brassy sky glitters cold on us» 
boat pitches, wind blows; one is hungry and 
glad enough to reach Castle Lough. Con- 
fused toilet ; confused drawing-room ; dinner 
at last ; squires, two doctors ; two poor Eng- 
lish ladies (Mrs. Lawlor and sister), quite 
^mldued to what they work in,^' not inter- 
esting, though really sad to me (what in- 
terest there was). Harmonious (Catholic) 
Blacksmith was on one side (eupeptic, toler- 
ably thirsty too), then Peoble O^Keefe (let 
us call him the castellated squire slightly 
squinting), Duffy, and one or both doctors ; I 
was on the other side ; second English lady 
(knows ^Bayswater,^ if nothing else) was 
mine; then Shea Lawlor, and perhaps an- 
other, or two others. Dinner was noisy- 
Irish, not unpleasant, not anywhere unpolite; 
nor was intelligence or candor (partly got 
up for me, it might be, yet I think was not) 
amid the roughish but genial mirth a quite 
misting element Shea talked lai^y, want 
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ed me to open on O'Connell tbat fae misht 
hear bim well denounced ; but I woulda**. 
Shine talked, workhouse labor, etc, and Peo- 
ble O'Kecfe talked ; bad tea in fireless pu<> 
lor: finally, we emerge in pitch-dai-k night, 
with escort through the woods, and bid our 
kind Irish entertaiuci-s a kind adieu. Good 
be with them, good stru^llug people; that 
IB my hearty feeling for them now. 

^liJay, 20(h July. — Good morning, with 
a pioQS "blessing" from our steel-complex- 
ioned boatman, who ia waiting, as a crowd 
of others do, idle in front of **Bocbe*s;" I 
have a private road these two mornings, 
which leads unfrequented up to the bills — 
secluded smoke there, in the breecy sun. We 
are for Limerick road now ; uncertain rather 
how. One Crosbie of Trolee has written 
inviting me, to whom I have written appoint 
ing notice from him MtAer; none baa yet 
come. Public cor starts from Killamey at 
eleven. Off we ; meet postboy, no letter yet 
— Crosbie of Trolee is off, then. Drive on 
to Shea Lawlor's, in Killamey main street^ 
and consult about ** King WiUiam's TowOi' 
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and the possibilities of that Quite possible 
— start on car for that ; will make ^ Castle 
Island" after it to-night, and wait there for 
limerick car or coach to-morrow. Jolt, jolt 
(bad car) ; away, away I 

Limestone quarry; steep ascent — relief 
Comn. road, to improve it, walled t//>, though 
nearly ended ; one of many such we saw, in 
those parts chiefly. Scandalous wide moor 
b^ns, stretches ever wider, with huts and 
people ever more deplorable, for (I guess) 
some fifteen dreary miles; ^McQuag" or 
some such man's lime>work about the mid- 
dle of that space; ^hospitable man, Mr. 
McQuag, sir." Has no water-pail^ however ; 
some cranes, quarry heaps, and rude show of 
substance about him ; other vestige of ^ pro- 
ductive industry " we saw nowhere. Soad 
(^ made by Queen Elizabeth ") rans straiglit 
as an arrow, over hill, over hollow ; steep 
and rough, and unspeakably dreary; bare, 
Uue^ bog without limit, ragged people in 
small force working languidly at their scan 
lings or peats, no other work at all ; look 
hungry in their rags ; hopeless, air as of 
creatures sunk beyond hope ; look into one 




* My Irish ^oittwy. 129 

of tbtir btits, under pretence of asking for a 
di^iigbt of water; dark, naiTOw; tioo womm 
nursing, other youog womau on foot as if for 
work ; but it is naiTowr, dark, ns if the peo- 
ple and their life were covered under a tub^ 
or ** tied in a sack ;" all things smeai-ed over, 
too, with a liquid green: the cow (I find) 

bfts her habitation here withal. No water; 

the pooryoung woman produces buttermilk; 
in real pity I give her a shilling. Duffy had 
done the like in the adjoining cottage ; dittt^ 
ditto in Cbarcuter, with the addition then a 
man lay in fever there. These were the 
. wretchedest population I saw in Ireland. 
"Liv^ sir) The Lord knows; what we can 
beg and rob " (rob means scrape vp, I sup- 
pose !) : Lord Kenmare's people, he never 
looks after them; ** leases** worthless b<^, 
and I know not what B<^ all redaimable^ 
lime everywhere in it; swift exit to Lord 
Kenmare and the leases, or whatever the a» 
cursed inculms ist The people, as I sur 
mise, do live by "buttermilk;" wretched 
produce of a lean cow here and tiiere, sdll 
alive upon the bog; pound or two of butta 
(predous stuff it must be in these huts 1), 
6* 
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Indian-mealy and there is sour milk over and 
above. 

Oood road at last, a broader one^ and down 
Bwiftly by it to " King William's Town/* 
where are slated cottages, hedges, and little 
fields with crops and even cabbages in them ; 
a blessed change indeed. Sad dilapidated 
inn — potato-failure, and farther the poor 
landlady's broken heart (we find), ^hardly 
in her mind since loss of her son." Here, at 
police bai*rack, produce McGregor's circular, 
and all is made handy for us ; and before we 
have dinner done ^ Mr. Boyne," a jolly, effect- 
ual-looking man of fifty, waits civilly upon 
us, has his car on the road, and will ^ show 
us everything." 

Peoble O'Keefe's country was confiscated in 
the rebellion of 1641 ; this huge tract of moor 
(part or whole of his territory) was, clandes- 
tinely, at length let on many-lived leases to 
the O'Eeefe representative (i tf., nominally to 
tome other, in reality to him), of which the 
piwent specimen {^ lightly squinting ") had 
dined with us last night. Some eighteen 
years ago, the many-lived lease ran out ; rent 
liad been some £45; question is, Let it 
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again \ Griffith of Irish Board of Works, 
backed by Lords Bcsborough nud Montca- 
gle (Spring Rice), then iu office, got an an- 
swer, " No, try to improve it," and a grant, 
'"^•ich have now run to 
lance of this Boyne, 
eyor^a bod, who bad 
mountains in four" 
, and was known by 
t " colonel of spade- 
ne has now been sev- 



er successive "■-*" 
£24,000 unde 
a Meath man 
ah-eady " cut 
by roads thrc 
Griffith for an » 
tnen," which he i 
enteen yeai-s there: a most solid, eupeptic, 
energetic, useful-looking man ; whose mark 
stands indelible on this bog. *'ConldnH 
stand without sinking here when I first 
come "—excellent rye and oats growing now, 
hedges of thorn, bright copious green of 
grass, one hundi-ed head of " spedmen cat- 
tle" (among others), clean cottage-farms; a 
country beautiful to eye and mind as we 
drove through it in the bright fresh evening. 
Boyne has a farm of (I think I) three hun- 
dred acres, or was it £150 a year; first-rate 
form, firet-nite dairy, eta, as we ourselves 
saw. His rent goes into the govemmeiit 
grants ; for he is yearly taking in new moor. 
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only 8ome 750 acres (out of 5000 or 6000 ?) 
bdng yet under plough and scythe. His cotta- 
gers^ perhaps thirty or forty with farma^ had 
none of them quarrelled with him, though all 
bad been shifted from their lots; they had 
brimless hats, even of dirty tanned skin, and 
bad inddental tatters on their coarse cloth- 
ing; but they looked healthy, hearty, swift 
and brisk, and even joyful, as we saw them 
at their labors— decidedly the pleasantest 
aspect, or the only ^ pleasant ^ one, I can i-e- 
member in Ireland. Brimless man, for ex- 
ample, issuing from the limekiln — dust whol- 
ly, but a pair of inextinguishably brisk 
healthy-eager eyes — to solicit, with impetu- 
ous rapid eloquence, ^ some little of the ould 
turf to mix with the new,''that it might 
bum better: granted I Other man near 
Boyne's potato-field; cottagers all, of still 
better expression. Boyne's own farm; his 
dairy the beet (or equal practically to the 
best) I ever saw. Excellent « rye **— •* Walk 
through it, gentlemen ; you won't hurt it T — 
as high as one's chin, thick, dean, and regu- 
lar, though the soil below seemed mere pieces 
of jMO^ which would have burnt still Tea 
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with Mi-a. Boyne and him ; escelleut Dandie 
Dinraout parlor, personnel and entertainment 
altogether. But the expense, £24,000 1 R 
admitted that it was immense; ui-ged, bow- 
ever, what was time, that most of it had been 
laid out on ivads, ' jg road to Kanturk," 
road to etc, etc, wl h was raising the value 
of otiiei' properties, of 1 properties ; and that 
what he had laid out a this specially was 
partly returned to 1 q — almost whoUi/, as 
we computed from his data; though B. him- 
self was candid enough to admit that, if this 
moor were Jiia, he woald not take quite that 
method of redaiming it ; he would get good 
formera and let it with improving leasea 
" But if you bad 2000 laborers ali-eady fud 
and clothed to your hand (sucb as sit in the 
Killamey workhouse idle at this moment) V* 
Boyne's eyes sparkled; but bis practical solid 
soul refused to admit so transcendent a spec- 
ulation, and Le did not dwell on that outlool^ 
Moor enough, nevertheless, worth little to 
any creature, is lying hereabouts for all the 
paupers in Cork County this half-century to 
come : Lord Kenmare, or whatever lord or 
mortal obstructs that result, ought to be in- 
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formed that he mustn't ! — positively I An- 
ecdote of the late ^ Land Improvement Soci* 
ety.** Bull about Limerick : " What price T 
asked B.— •* JB20.''— ** Pooh I will give you 
jBS.*'^-" Secretary of Land Improvement So- 
dety gave us JB30 for the veiy fellow of it" — 
^ If you like to send it down from Limerick to 
King William's Town within a week, I will 
give you £8 " — and it was aent. Land Im- 
provement Society is now, naturally, extinct 
in bankruptcy. Remarkable Triptolemus, 
this Boyne. Heavy broad man, fat big cheeks, 
gray beard well shaven ; clean enough ; small- 
ish but honest, kindly intelligent hazel eyes, 
and nice brows to his big roimd head, which 
he flings slightly back in speaking, and rather 
droops his eyelids ; Irish accent, copious bulh 
Uing speech in querulous-genial tone, whol- 
ly narrative in character. Simplicity, ener- 
gy, eupepticity ; a right healthy, thick-sided 
Irish soul; would one knew of 1000 such. 
Catholic, I should think, but we didn't ask. 
Wife a timidly polite yet sufficiently ener 
getic-looking, rather beautiful woman of the 
due age ; was recorded (by R with oblique 
politeness) as admiring Duffy ; had excellent 
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Kimn, tea, cream, and butter ; wbicli ended, 
we, really witji emotion and admiration, quit- 
ted Boyiitidoin. Police - sei^eaot was there, 
who brought up our car for ua ; mauy tbants 
{Monej/f said DaOy, will insult) : and so off — 
not now to Castle Island and the Limerick 
coach or car, bat to Kantnrk (of like dis- 
tance^ and of more certain inn), by whtcfa 
from Mallow the Limerick rail would rec^ve 
ua Kaaturk, after long drire, restive horse, 
moors, cottagtis not very bad, some moor- 
burning, etc. ; Boyne's road getting ever dim- 
mer, and at last quite dark. Newinai*ket, 
hill-village, after sunset, horse clear for stop- 
ping. Spectral shadow as of a huge old 
Gothic castle on our left, about a mile before 
Kantui'k : somebody's " Folly,'* the carman 
assured us, and a modem thing; long slum- 
bering street of suburb ; bi-oader street, then 
solitary watchman bawling, with the old asi- 
nine-leonine voice, " Ha-alf past wan-n-y !" (1) 
and high at the head of the sti'eet rises, with 
immense flight of steps, our high ''hotel," 
where, in a dim, drowsy, not too comfortable 
manner, we hustle ourselves into beds and 
sleep. Duffy (loyal soul as always) yield- 
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ed me by far tbe best room ; but even it» ex- 
cept for size^ could by no means be called 
good. 

Saturday^ 81^ July. — Good enough morn- 
ing; sun gradually getting out; walkthrough 
Kanturk to find somebody who can give 
some reliable information about Mallow rail 
trains ; diflScult^ but find one at last, a grocer 
or spirit^ealer, and return. Kanturk shaped 
like a T; our hotel at the bottom of the broad 
stalk of the^T;^riverSy shallow, broad, pebbly, 
but none of the cleanest, intersect the other 
two branches ; ^ their names ?^ man in street 
can't tell me. See guide-book if one likes ! 
I have decided now to go by Lady Beecher^s 
and Ballygiblin ; Duffy, in route to Mallow, 
can set me down at their gate ; and we are 
to rendezvous in Limerick, at the chief hoteL 
Newspaper - venders, curious - impertinenta 
After various delays, we do depart Pleasant 
country, hill and hollow, and no longer moory ; 
culture tolerable in general Horse^s saddle 
needs repair; beggar-woman; dean cap, 
nncere • looking creature; Duffy's shilling. 
^Lady Beecher's sehool-house," then Bally* 
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giblin *ate; soon after noon, I think; and 
there I ain left, walking pensive, in a gray, 
genial day, through a fine park, half a mile 
towai-ds this unknown mansion. Two letters 
I had — one erling to Lady, one 

from Lord Sir W. ; and these, 

for I think I r known otherwise, 

except by alari ir (heterodoxy, et<x), 

procured mo dmittance. 

Lady B,* a y, leanish figure of 

fifty-five; of aspect, high cheek- 

bones, and small blue eyes — expression of 
vigor, energy, honesty; tone of voice and of 
talk dry, stinted*pnictical. Lancheon with 
two of her youths just setting off for Killar^ 
uey,a ditto that was to stay, and her two 
young ladies — handsome, fair-skinned, fine* 
featui-ed people all; quite English in type 
and ways. House and grounds beautiful; 
school, cottages, peasants, all in perfect or^ 
der ; walk with Lidy B., and then with Sir 
W.*B brother ("Wrixon" is the original 
name, "Beecher" was adopted for hantaHe 
reasons). All things trim and nice, without 
doors and within ; as in the best English or 
Scotch houses of the kind. A strict relig- 

• Lad7 nMdMT had Iwm MIm OViO, tb* bmoM meuma. 
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ionist^Lady B., really wholesome and worthy, 
easy enough to talk with, nor quite unpi^o- 
ductive ; her haudoir by the side of the hall, 
father's and mother's portraits in it, and all 
manner of lady-elegancies ; people meeting 
her •* mylady-ing, the boy is better-ing ;'' 
everything has been subdued to herself, I 
find, and carries the image of her ovm strict, 
methodic, vigorous character and perfect 
Church • of • Englandism, which I find she 
sealously adopts as the exponent of this uni- 
verse, and struggles continually to make 
serve her as a complete rule of life. Very 
well indeed. Sir W. much lamed now (by 
some fall from his horse), appears towards 
dinner ; fine, mildly dignified old gentleman ; 
reminds me of Johnstone of Grange. Even- 
ing pleasant enough ; one young lady plays 
me innumerable Jacobite tunes ; rest of the 
party playing whist ; Lady B. herself ended 
by singing me ^ Bonnie Prince Charlie." To 
deep^ in excellent room and bed ; a place 
where one can sleep— infinitely grateful to me. 

Sunday^ 22d July. — ^Dim breesy morning. 
Train doesn't run to Limerick to-day ; must 
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stay, am as well pleased I Decide to give 
Dufly leave to go himself— nnJ do so iu tlie 
afternoon; one of various notca I wrote . 
tlierc. To church, in the meanwhile; walk 
with Mr. Wrisoii, Sir AV. B.'s brother, a Cmu- 
er on his own account, and general manager, 
as I can gather, at Ball}giblin ; Lady and 
Sir are in the big old carriflge by some cir- 
cuitous road. Sudden change, in passini 
hedge as we walk along the highway: what 
is this? Ix>rd Limerick's estate; ground u» 
tilled some of it, thistles, docks, dilapidated 
cottages, ragged men ; two years* troublous 
insolvency, and now they are evicted: " Hero 
is one of them ; I ^vill just set him going for 
you ; turn the spigot, and he will mn all 
day I" Middle-aged farmer-peasant, accord- 
ingly, takes off his hal^ salutes low, walks 
hat in hand, wind blowing his long thidc 
hair, black with a streak of gray. His woes^ 
his bad usages. I distinguish litUe but at 
all turns " thatu vagobonds I" He has been 
fellow sub-lessee of lands along with various 
other " vagabonds ;" he paid always to the 
nail, they not ; all are now turned out iuto 
the road together, the innoceot along with 
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the guilty ; kind neighbor has taken him in, 
with wife and children, for the time. A rea- 
sonably good kind of man, to appearance, 
and in the truest perplexity with laws of 
the truest injustice. ^And have you any 
notion what you are to do now T — ^ Not a 
ha'p'orth, yer honor T Mr. W. can give no 
work, vrishes he could ; the poor man will 
write to Mr. Somebody (the agent) at Cork, 
b^ging passage to America, begging some- 
thing or other. W. will ratify his respecta- 
bility ; and so we make away, and leave him 
to dap on his hat again. Sad contrast con- 
tinues; ugly cottages, unploughed lands, all 
gone to savagery — ^poorhouse alone like to 
reap much produce from this kind of culture. 
Lord Limerick's method, and his Other's be- 
fore hioL Loud and very jost complaint 
that a Beecher should be tied to a Limerick 
in this way; not left to swim the gulf 
of pauperism separately, but obliged to do 
it together I A univenal complaint ; quite 
tragic to see the justice o^ everywhere; 
Laroom and his men are doing what they can 
to help it; whicb, practically, is but little 
hitherta 




Ghnreh Mmoe; cfawi toognffUm of fa" 
ty; rad-haind yoai^ Ink |Mna%iAo k 
very evidently fpnfanaag* Ae Mrnefc 
Beoeaey erwy where; poor fitUo daeant 
chnrdi with tiie tombi Toand il^ and a tiea 
or two shading it (<m the t(^ of a high 
rough green bonk with a Inrook at the hot- 
( torn) : eerrioe hen^ aooffding to Ae natnal 
? Eoglieh method, "decently p«r£bmed.* I 
felt how decent Kigliah Frotaatanti^ or the 
Bona of audi, might with aealoaa aflfoatioiL 
like to assemble here once a week, and re- 
mind themselves of Eoglish purities and de- 
cencies and Gospel ordinances, in the midst 
of A black liowHog Babel of superstitious 
savagery — like Hebrews sitting by the 
streams of Babel: but I feel more dearly 
than ever bow impomHe it was that an ex- 
traneous son of Adam, first seized by the ter- 
lible conviction that he Lad a soul to be 
saved or damned, that he must rede the rid- 
dle of this universe or go to perdition ever- 
lasting, could for a moment tbink of taking 
this respectable "performance" as the solu- 
tion of the mystery for bim 1 Ob, heaven t 
never in this world I Weep ye by the 
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lopSanora»yiHk» iwtil tocotteeimtii— If j 
witli tlisft aJEdr of jwts! Aad, 
wliok,! would neoBBeDd jcv 
give i^^we^iag* — take to V4 
your mwmpg ntfccr tkaa weqn^ ik 
sadder tniUi pioKs itedf upon one tibaii f 
the iKCgjHt/ there will toon be, and dte 
call there ererjwhere alread jr i% to qmU 
these old rabries and g^e up these tnptj 
perfiMrmaiiees altogether. AH '^rt&ffooB^ 
that I fidl in with in Ireland seemed to me 
too irreUgioos; resOj, in sad tnithy doii^ 
misdiief to the people in plaee of good! 
Our ladies joined sealooilj in the r e yms es ^ 
the gentlemen too kept up a Ibnn of follow* 
ing, but were pasnre nther. Home in the 
carriage^ good '^monJ talk^ with Ladjr R, 
whose hard eyes hare a good deal softened *, 
towards me. Note^writing ; then, I think, an j 
hour of sleep (the afternoon prored tikomery^ 
with ]i%b breexes) ; at hal^past six to din* 
ner: youngred parson (decent raeuity); other 
brother of Sir W.*i^ «iiA€a2ttjr panon who has 
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revenues and keeps a curate ; talk of won- 
derful Scotchman who " butU Fermoy " — ^that 
is, first made it something of a town. An- 
derson (I think ? perhaps not ?), a Scotch 
peddler boy, expanded himself by slow steady 
degrees ; took to trading on the great scale, 
to ininning coaches ; set up a bank ; became 
I Bart., but failed (not dishonombly) ; son 

still lives, an idle undistinguished Bart. he. 
What the latter part of our evening was I 
hardly recollect at all : autobiogi*aphy came 
on the carpet ; I spoke with Lady B., now 
quite softened to me, and her fears hushed, 
about writing down 7ier life ; dry, feeble 
laugh of gratification in reply, and talk 
enough (though in quite general terms), 
about her life as an actress. The big pict- 
ure of Juliet (of which I remembered en- 
gravings from my boyhood), hung conspicu- 
ous in the drawing-room. Bed at last, not 
very late ; red parson and all have vanished 
in a gray sea of oblivion and sleep. 

Monday^ 2SdJuly. — Some difficulty about 
a car for me to railway at two. Sir W. and 
brother at length take me in their carriage ; 
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pliMes; bcre wad tkre s \i^ mSSL — ik onljr 
kmd of cfficicBt BamfiKtofj one Kes in Ire- 
land, that of com iBto moJ. Tbe meal, too^ 
is iod^ Bot wdl made gCBcnIlj, hot qaite 21 : 
tlie miUy lioircTcry is jarj^ oioogli — Uiere is 
sorel jr a potentiafi^ of good meal ! To tlie 
station just in time ; amid ficree sends of wei^ 
kind and pt^tefiurefreD; and the steam-bone 
snorts awajr fix- limerick. 'Hak! SirWm.r 
cried a lean old q»ctre of a gentleman in the 
carriage hj me; bot we were o^ and tkcre 
coold be no int c i i ie ii — probablj better so, 
I thoogfat Spectral iAA gentleman all gone 
but tke eye$^ set in a pair of baggj pardb- 
ment diedn; was willing to hare talked, but 
I wouldn't: a Cork qoasi-naral old spectral 
gentleman, foil of windjr bongrjr fMy^ after 
gnmse jost now. Slenee mncfa preferable ! 
Foolish gabble aboot Qoeen*s comings and 
otber as impwtant topics. Green common, 
place coontry; remember little of it^ eren i:^ 
the latter part wUdi tbejrcall ''Golden Vale,'' 
so brasen did it lode in tbat sad komor. 
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Remember the soond, ^Batterant Statioiir 
and nght perhaps of a barraek and aome 
roofs on the right; item * Ghadeville^" looft^ 
chapel, etCL, rather gray-looldng; on the left^ 
""Kilmallockr Yes^ a black old baggaid 
rain, some monastery or other, amid black 
hungry-looking houses^ virible for some time 
on the left ; Galtee mountains on the right- 
actual ^Oaltees** here, big block of peaky 
mountain country ; Eilmalloek^ and onward, 
a Desmond country ; A la bonne ieure. Junc- 
tion of Dublin-and-Limerick Railway ; we are 
on the Cork-and-Limerick ; long jumbling to 
and fro, on open platform ; put out my cigar 
(in uncertainty for time), might have finish- 
ed it well enough. Acquaintances of parch- 
ment spectre ; ^ Insh squireens,^^ not of the 
best physiognomy. Off at last — Catholic 
Haimonious Blacksmith, I see, is in the train, 
second class ; quite affectionate he, but shy 
speaking much with him. Confused ^sta- 
tions f country green, with some wood ; hills 
northward, "Slieve Phelim,"! fancy: white 
ch&teau among woods; specti'al gentleman 
will know whose it is — was somebody's, ie a 
workhouse now, sir, ^ Hah, ah T Symptoms 

7 
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of Limerick at last, in the blessed showery 
afternoon. 

Long low street, parallel to our rail; 
exotic in aspect. Limerick plebs live there. 
Station strait, confused; amid rain — and 
poor Duffy stands there, with sad, loving 
smile, a glad sight to me after all ; and so 
in omnibus, with spectre, blacksmith, and 
full fare of others (omnibus that couldnH 
have a window opened), to ^ Cruisers Hotel.^ 
Cruise himself a lean, eager-looking little 
man of forty, most reverent of Duffy, as is 
common here, riding with us. Private room ; 
and ambitious, bad dinner, kickshaws (sweet 
breads, salmon, eta), and uneatables. Richd. 
Bourke has at once followed me into my 
bedroom, an old London acquaintance busy 
here in Poor-law ; am to join him at Lisnagry 
to-morrow for dinner. Strelezki and Inspect- 
or ; from them and Bourke I have rapidly had 
to get loose for dinner. 

Wet chief street of Limerick, glimpse of 
harbor, with poor turf-crafty mainly through 
an opening on the other side. Sickly, weary ; 
Duffy reads dunce Irish ballads to me — un- 
musical enough. Priest O'Brien, he that 
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roused the mob against Slitcbel last year; 
a brandy-faced, pockmarked, veiy ugly man, 
of Irish pbysiognomy, oomea in with wild- 
eyed, still more Irish yoanger priest, and 
8orae third party of the editorial sort whom 
I do not recollect at all — tea with these ; and 
copious, not pleasant, talk. A boddish kind 
of priest; get out at last, to find Strelezki 
(brush -headed, bell-voiced, bu^ little Pole 
wliom I have gcen in London) and the fat 
Inspector with whom he is dining. Further 
end of main street — which is very solitary 
and dim-looking now, about ten. £liid it at 
last; Pole gone; Inspector there, most <uvil, 
but little good to be got of him except ad- 
dresses of the De Veres. Home and met 
O'Brien, Brandy-face, & Co. on the stairs 
Goodnight Oh yes, good-^ight, and power 
to your elbows all I Slept oonuderably, not 
Buffidently. 

Tuesday, 24lA t/'u/y.— Towards PostK>£Soe; 
damp-^xany morning : letters had come laat 
night; other to-day from "Inspector of KU* 
rush ;" come, oh come I Glove shop ; Utmar- 
idc gloves, scarcely any made now ; buy a 
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pair of cloth gloves. N.B. Have my gutta- 
percha shoes out Boliiig with leather, gutta 
having gone like toasted cheese on the pav- 
ing in the late hot weather; right glad to 
have leather shoes again I Breakfast bad ; 
confused inanity of morning, settling, eta ; 
about noon Duffy goes away for Galway, 
and I am to follow after a day. Foolish 
young Limerick philosopher — a kind of 
** Young Limerick'' (n^i^r Old nor Young 
Ireland), in smoking-room (wretched place), 
smokes with me while Duffy is packing to 
go; showed me afterwards the locality of 
the Mitchel-and-Meagher tragi-comedy, and 
dceroned me through the streeta 

Engineer De Vere not in his office when I 
called in the morning ; does not get return 
call Quaker Unthank at 8^ p.m« ; lean tri- 
angular visage (kind of ^ chemist,'' I think), 
Irish accent, altogether English in thought, 
speech, and ways. Rational exact man ; long 
before any other I could see in those parts. 
At four, according to appointment^ Bourke's 
gi^ with a lad : I decide to leave De Vere* 
dom then to itself; and fix>m lisnagry wA 
look back. Have walked about Limerick 
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what I could ; broad, level, strong new bridge, 
hMer kind of ships lying below it Govern- 
ment Grants and works ; hear enough about 
these in reference to this Shannon concern I 
Kiver broad, deep I suppose, drab-colored, 
by no means over-beautiful. Back street^ on 
hill-top, parallel to main one; here all the 
natives seem to congregate. Ragged turf- 
burning, turf • dealing, long nan*ow street; 
jTm/^ name of it forgotten. Other narrow 
turf-dealing, potato-and-cabbage dealing poor 
streets ; a crowded, dingy population here ; 
at length turn downwards again to left — 
narrowest of lanes (was that Jieref) and 
drunk man with two poor women leading 
him — ^finally down to the river- side again; 
I think, near a kind of tela fid in it Big 
dark -brown hulk of an edifice; what they 
call Cathedral — ^bless the mark I Police bar- 
rack, round fantastic kind of building, which 
was once something far grander— some pro- 
jector's folly (rained savings-bank?) which 
I have now forgotten. Adieu to Limerick 
by a broad open road, with some miserable 
little peat cm*ts on it, and nearly nothing 
else at all. Hardy, intelligent lad ; faimer'a 
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8on on Sir Richard (Bonrke's fitthei^s) ground; 
brother a schoohnaater ; family didn^t &m- 
iah in famine*timey having some resources ; he 
himself is engaged with Sir R's ^Scotchman" 
Hr. Meall (from John MUPb country, I af- 
terwards found), ^ to learn fSEuming,'' three 
years at 2& 6dL a week. Very welL Sir Lu- 
cius O'Brien's place ; green, with wood shad- 
ing the road near it lisnagry, ^ blind £Eurm- 
er ^ (only docks and nettles, pay no rents) ; 
one Browne's, who wiU turn them away now: 
^ no fear of being shot " — was shot at ; got 
policeman, humor fallen now and less fear. 
Very ugly this particular spot How a man 
^ prints his image " hero on the fiice of the 
earth; and you have beauty alternating 
with sordid disordered ugliness, abrupt 
as squares in a chess-board! So all over 
Lreland. Sir Richard, nor any Bourke, not 
hero; polite young Englishman visitor, in 
dish hat, steps out to do the honors ; at length 
young Bourke himself, old Bourke, two la- 
dies (Mra and Mis»— Scotch one of them, 
immemorable both); and the evening, in 
small polite parlor and dining-room, passes 
tolerably enough. Card from Engineer De 
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Vere. Tes ; no matter now; SrtUetoilbide 
Aertf over the monow, and, if I om^ deep^ or 
at least lie horiaontal all day; nest day mdi 
Bonrke to Gort^ and thence Galwmy. 

Wedne9iay, 8(Ml4f7Wy.— Sir Bichd. Bomin^ 
a fine old aoldier, onoe Govenior of NewSoath 
Walea^ man of seventy-five or dghtj ; rises st 
six, but is not visible ; baa bia own boon^ 
eta Something still military, mildly arUp 
traiy, in his whole household government (I 
find), and ways of procedure. Interesting 
kind of old Lisb-British figure Lean, dean 
face, Lacked with sabre scars and bullet 
scars; inextinguishably lively, gray bead- 
eyes, head snow-white; low-voiced, steady, 
methodic, and practical intelligence, looks 
through his existence here. Bought this 
place on his return, thii*ty years ago ; a black 
bare bog then; beautifully improved now, 
shaded with good wood, neat little bouse 
and offices, neat walks, sunk fences, drains 
and flourishing fields ; again the ^ stamp of 
a man^s image.'' Dispensary, chapel, near 
the gate — already bare and unbeautiful 
there ; the ^ image ^ of the country and peo- 
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pie there, not Sir R's image. I smoke and 
lounge about tbe grounds all morning, hav- 
ing breakfasted with ^ Master Kichard,'' who 
is off to Limerick for the day. Welcome 
enough solitude. The two ladies kind and 
polite, ditto the young Englishman ; solitude 
is preferable. 

In the afternoon Sir Rd., I beside him on 
the box, drives us. Lord Clarets place the 
chief object; large park, haymaking; big 
block of a house ; gardens very greatly taken 
care of — women washing the greenhouse 
(Lordship just expected) ; quincunxes, for- 
eign bushes, whirligigs; thought of his Lord- 
ship what he was^ and felt all this to be a 
kind of painful mockeinf for a soul so circum- 
stanced. First Earl Clare (father) a Fitz- 
gibbon, lawyer. Chancellor did the ^ Union ;^ 
a sorry jobber (I supposed) ; son of a ditto, 
some squireen of trading talent; and now it 
has come to this, as the finale I Old tidier 
as gate-keeper ; Sir R and he salute, as old 
fiienda To O'Brien's bridge (by the low 
road— woody, with occasional glimpses of 
the river); village, white; lower end of it 
pretty, in the sunshine; upper part of it 
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squaUd, deserted mostly : relief-work road— 
ha^ breiulth cut away, and so left: duck- 
wood ditches, drowued bog, inexpressibly 
ugly fiv most port, some cleared improved 
Bpot^ obnipUy idtanutii^ witli the dmnwd 
squidor whieh produon only b«i brain 
Btadcs of peat Sr Bd. ia auld good-b» 
mor tiota geoUy alon^ Two dradc blocfe 
beads Btaggw into a aomrotA to ba akiM; 



just Heaven, what a ]cia% whk tin diowaed 

bog, and gaping full ditches on each hand! 
Loug meagre village, hungry single street — 
"Castle Connein** Sir Richard's man has 
been at a fair with sheep (** Six-mile-bridge V), 
is met or overtaken here : ** Prices bo and so, 
i*ather bad." Home; wait for "master;** 
dinner and evening have much sunk with 
me into the vague, and are not much worth 
recalling. Talk from Sir Bichard abont 
wondei-ful viaducts, canals, and industrial 
joint^tock movements, seen and admired by 
himself, done during Louis Philippe's time. 
Good for something, then, that royal Ikey. 
Solomons] Host things are good for 9ome- 
thinff : out of a slain hero you will at least, 
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if you manage his remains at all, get a few 
cart-loads more of tuiiiip-fodder. Ach Gott I 
Bed, I foi^t bow ; I had slept during fore- 
noon for a little, and now slept better or 
worse again. 

Thursday ^ 26/A JvHy. — Spent the morning, 
which was damp, yet with sunshine, in loung- 
ing about the shrubberies and wooded alleys; 
expected Bourke would have been ready to 
set out before noon, instead of not till two 
pjL or thereabouts^ as it proved. Group of 
ragged solicitants, this morning and the last, 
hung about the fi'ont door, in silence for 
many hours, waiting ^^ a word with his Hon- 
or:" tattery women, young and old; one 
ragged able man; his Honor safe within 
doors^ they silent sitting or standing with- 
out^ waiting his Honor's time ; tacit bargain 
that no servant was to take notice of them, 
they not of him ; that was the appearance 
of it Sad enough to look upon; for the 
answer, at last, was sure to be ^ Can't ; have 
no work, no eta for you : sorry, but have 
fumsP Similar expectants in small num- 
hen I had seen about Sir W. Beecher's: 
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probably tbcy wait about most gentleniea's 
hooMS in Ireland iu this sad tima Glan<»d 
OTer newspapers ; at length out with young 
Botuke (who is taking the " management," I 
find, \m fidher nimiidarii^ «■ *too cld*^; 
went irith him to Ae leaM c£ B eota hDW 
Ueall*s operations; noariii|[ a 1^ &Af 
Mveral men up to tin hi — drawnig oat 
dudc-weed and bog mud— ones a jattc 
Wood uoond, ud good erop%pioHdtd ym 
ke^ the diteh aoonnd. AU tfak ttff/m, I7 
nature, execrable^ drowned bog: let the cat- 
ting of turf by measure ; tuif once all cut 
away, attack the bottom with subsoil and 
other ploughs; water carried off, prospers 
admii-ably, Meall a good solid Angus man; 
heavy Scotch qualities; getting excellent 
farm-house and offices set up. Infested by 
rabliits, which eat young green-crop, yoong 
hedges (1) ; must have ferrets or weasels, and 
how? Meall's laborers "do very well if 
there is one set to look at them." HasnH 
yet got them trained to work faithfally 
alone, though making progress in that direc- 
tion. Home in haste from Meall's farm and 
nice new gooseberry garden — off actoally at 
last, Limeiick car long waiting. 
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spoor old MUier 




tiiea deed dost^'done'nA 
prit d kwffii Uc, KiiliW, Bocifce s 
acroM tiie lircr jflMB^ nskcr ngged i 
''Cifcj'' (I tkiak wkk aone 1^ old disfc^ 
towcn) ihmding kig^ at tlie ocber end of 
tlie hndgt^ ia diy trae cooBtry; at tlie fixA 

of the loog loqg^ ^^^** F^^ —'^ mnngli froai 
iheawtside: one abiII ildit of it was all we 
trarelled orcr Lmg^ sow, with eomplez 
wooden and other ap p antfaa tat diqxnang 
water; part of tiie qaestioDable * XaT^;atioD 
of the ShaniioiL* Qneetiopable ; iodeed 
everywhere in Ireland one finds that the 
^goremment^^ ftr finom stinginess in public 
money towaids Irdand, has erred rather <m 
the other nde; making, in all seasons^ ex- 
teoare Unm tat whidi the hee$ are not yet 
fimod. West nde of Longfa Defg : pleasant^ 
amooth-diy, winding road. Clare hills stretch- 
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ing Qp^ block-fretted, and with spots of culU 
un^ all treeless to perhaps 1 500 or 2000 feet, 
gndoally enough, on the lelt. Greener high 
hills mi the other side of ]ake \rith extensif-a 
slate qnaiTMa^ eki^ tnde hamibouti. Oam 
Spaif^ of Limeiiek^ »Ua aetin b«b Wnd 
of before^ wocisi tham; leiidet Imnl "Sfc 
Fatriek'a Fnigatoiyl" said Booiiahpoiiitng 
oat a flat ialand, with Uack imnr aad aidi 
tectaralrama: not Jo(aaIlbQiidaft<rwaid4: 
the Longh Doig of Fuigatoty (atill a jlwa 
of pilgrimage where Daff^'wUh hia modicr 
had beetC) is in Don^al; smallish lough, 
some miles to right as we went from Sligo 
to town of Donegal. Hiul shower, two po- 
licemen, OQ the terrace of the stony hilla A 
country that might all be very bcaattful, bat 
is not so ; is bare, gnarled, crag^, and speaks 
to yon of sloth and insolvency. ** When ev- 
ery place was no place, and Dublin was a 
shaking bog," Irish phrase for the beginning 
of time. "Sitting under de ditch, taking a 
llatA of de pipe ;** Scotch this too^ all bat 
ditchf which doesn't, as here, mean V)a2^fenoe^ 
but trench for fence or drain. 
Scariff; straggling muddy avenues of wood 
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b^n to appear. Woman in workhonse 
yard, fever patient, we suppose ; had come 
flat^ seemingly without pillow, on the bottom 
of a stone • cart ; was lying now under blue 
cloaks and tatters, her long black hair stream- 
ing out beyond her — motionless, outcast^ till 
they found some place for her in this hospi- 
tal: grimmest of sights, with the long tat- 
tery doud of black hair. Procession next 
of workhouse young girls ; healthy, dean, in 
whole coarse clothes; the cnhj well-guided 
group of children visible to us in these parU 
— ^which, indeed, is a general fact Scariff 
itself dim, extinct-looking, hungry village (I 
should guess 1000 inhabitants) on the top 
and steep sides of a rocky height Houses 
seemed deserted, nothing doing; considerable 
idle groups on the upper part (hill-top) of 
the street, which, after its maximum of eleva- 
tion, spreads out into an irregular wide trian- 
gular space— <i/70 main roads going out fix)m 
it, I suppose, towards Oort and towards Por- 
tumna. Little ferrety shopkeeper in whole 
clothes^ seemingly chief man of the place, 
knows Bourke by often passing this way. 
^ Well, Mr. (O'Flanahan, say, though that was 
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not it), do you think we can get a car to 
« Gort ?" — ^" Not a car here, sir, to be had for 

(f love or money ; people all gone to adjounied 

I assizes at TuUa, nayther horse nor car left 

in the place T' Here was a precious outlook : 
Bourke, however, did not seem to lay it much 
to heart, " Well, Mr, OTlanahan, then you 
must tiy to do something for us 1'* — ^ I will," 
cried the little stumpy ferret of a man; and 
instantly despatched one from the group, to 
go somewhither and work miracles on our 
behalf. Miracle-worker returns with notice 
I'j that a horse and car can (by miracle) be 

( achieved, but horse will require some rest 

first. Well, well ; we go to walk ; see a car 
standing ; our own old driver comes to tell 
us that he has discovered an excellent horse 
and car waiting for hire just next door to 
Mr. OTlanahan's. And so it proved ; and 
so, in five minutes, was the new arrangement 
made; O^Flanahan acquiescing without any 
blush or other appearance of emotion. Mere- 
ly a human fen*et clutching at game, hadn't 
caught it. Purchased a thimbleful of bad 
whiskey to mix in water in a very smoky 
room from him. "Odd copper, youra" — 
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** Why, sir T and sent ardently for " change :" 
got none, however, nor spoke more of getting. 
Poor O'FIan., he had got his house new-floor- 
ed ; was prospering, I suppose, by workhouse 
grocery-and-meal trade, by seci*et pawnbrok- 
ing — ^by eating the slain. Our new car whisk- 
ed us out of Scariff, where the only human 
souls I notice at any industry whatever were 
two, in a hungiy-looking silent back comer 
languidly engaged in sawing a butt of ex- 
tremely hard Scotch fir. 

Road hilly, but smooth ; country bare, but 
not boggy ; deepish narrow stream indenting 
meadows to our left just after starting— 
(mountain stream has made ruinous inunda- 
tion since) — solitary cottages, in dry nooks 
of the hills : girl dripping at the door of one'^ 
a potful of boiled reeking greens, has picked 
one out as we pass, and is zealously eating 
it; bad food, great appetite; extremity of 
hunger, likely, not unknown here! Brisk 
evening becomes cloudier ; top of the country 
— wide waste of dim hill country, far and 
wide, to the left: ^Mountains of Glare.'', 
Bog round us now ; pools and crags : Lord 
Gort's Park wall, furze, pool, and peat-pot 
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desolation just outside; sti-ong contrast witL- 
in. Drive long, aft«r n turn, close by tLis 
pai-k: poor Lord has now a "receiver" od 
liim; lies out of buraau vision now! Ap- 
proacb to Gort: Lord Sometbiog-else (ex- 
tinct uow, after begetting many bastards); 
it was be tbat planted tbese ragged avenues 
of wood — not quite so ugly still as nothing; 
— troublous huggennugger aspect, of stony 
fields and fi-equent (neai-Iy all) bad houses, 
ou both sides of the way. Hazard eyes at 
nny rate. Barrack big, gloomy, dirty ; enter 
Gort at last Wide street sloping swiftly; 
the Loi^l Something-else^s bouse — quaintish 
architectui'e, is now some poorhous^ sobdd- 
iary or principal; Bourko, on the outlook, 
sees lady friend or cousin at window, look- 
ing for him too, and eager soIntatioLs pas& 
Deposits me in dim big greasy-looking hotel 
at the bottom of the street ; and goes — I am 
to join him (positively I) at tea. 

Dim enough tea; lady is poor-law inspect- 
or's sister, wif^ or something. Poor-law in- 
spector himself is Bishop Horsley's son (or 
else grandson X) ; Dandee man, well enongh 
and very hospitable^ not a man to set the 



L 



1 62 My Irish Journey. 

Thames on fire. Homble account of chief 
inn at Gal way ; no good water attainable in 
Gal way, no nothing almost I ^ Military ball 
has lately been at Gort;^' Gort too, in spite 
of pauperism's self, is alive; ^surgeon of 
the regiment a Dumfries manT well and 
good: aclh Oott! Home to bed; snoring 
monster in some other room; little sleep; 
glad that it was not wholly none. [Be 
quick I] 

Friday^ 27th Jvly. — Up early enough, 
breakfast ditto; wait for Limerick-and-Gal- 
way coach, due about 8 a.m. (or 9 ?). Con- 
fused ragged aspect of the market-place, on 
which (a second long street here, falling into 
the main one from westward, but not cross- 
ing it) my windows look, my bedroom win- 
dow liM looked. Sour- milk firkins, sordid 
garbage of vegetables; old. blue cloaks on 
women, greasy-looking rags on most of the 
men — defacing the summer sun this fine 
morning I Troop of cavalry in undress file 
in from an easterly entrance — exercising 
their horses; very trim and regular they. 
Good woman in silent tobacco-shop; what 
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stniQgd anvisited Islands do, not uDiDll&Vl^ 
ed, lie in the big ocenn of things I Chapel ; 
people praying in it, poor wretches I Coach 
at last: amid tumult of porters, suddenly 
calling rae, luggage dlreadtj hoisted in, this 
man to pay and then that ; Horaley too out 
saluting me, I do get aloft, and roll gladly 
a^vay. 

Some green fields, even parks and trees, 
though rather roughish, and with barren 
hills beyond; this lasts for a mile or two: 
then fifteen miles of the stoniest, barest bar- 
renness I have ever yet seen. Pret^ yonth 
mounts beside, polite enough in bis air and 
ways, not without some wild sense; "Con* 
naught young gentleman," he too is some* 
thing : on the box sits a fiit Irish tourist in 
oilskin, beyond my own age ; eager to talk. 
Las sqnii'een tendencies ; no sense or too lit- 
tle ; don't Connaught Rangers, 88th, mem- 
orable to me for repute of blackguardism in 
Dumfiies: natives proud of them for prow* 
ess here Big simple driver, ditto ditto 
guard : X think we had no further company, 
and in the inside there was nona Stone 
cottages, Btooe hamlets, not nearly so ugly 
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ao you might have looked for in such a 
country — stony, bare, and desolate beyond 
expression. Almost interesting as the breezy 
sunshine lay on it : wide stony expanse, in 
some places almost like a continuous flagged 
floor of gray -white stone; pick the stone 
up, build it into innumerable little fences, 
or otherwise shove it aside ; the soil, when 
free or freed of water, seems sharp and good. 
Parks here and there, where wood has 
thriven : greenest islets in the sea of stone. 
Martin of Oal way's representative in one; 
Browne or Black (Blake) ; plenteous names 
these. English-Irish air in all <mr company, 
Redington's (secretary) draining, trenching, 
goes on here ; our stage, and I see that my 
writing • case, is inside, beneath a big corn- 
bag. Oalway bay, and promontory, where 
6a] way city is. Stones, stones — with green- 
est islets here and there. Oh for men, pick- 
men, spademen, and masters to guide them I 
^ Oranmore,** with gray masses of old monas* 
tic architecture. (Clanricarde's CoBtU this I) 
Silent as a tomb otherwise : not a hammer 
sUrring in it, or a bootfall heard ; stagnant at 
the head of its sleeping tide-water. How on 
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I earth do the people live ? Barest of roads 

I towards Galway : dusty, lonely, flanked by 

ill-built diy stone walls, poor bare fields be* 
yond. Pauper figures, and only a few, the 
women all with some i^d petticoat or some- 
thing very red, plodding languidly here and 

j: there under the bi-ight noon ; tatterdemalion 

phantasm, ^ piece of real Connaught,'* with 

\ some ragged walletkins on him, at a turn 

under some trees. Vavklets^ as if of Galway 
merchants; very green indeed, and wood 
growing bravely when once tried. Galway 
suburbs; long raw of huts, mostly or all 

\\ thatched — true Irish houses. ^Erasmus 

\ Smith's school ;'' young gentleman knows of 

it ; to the right ; a big gaping house — ^in va- 
cation just now. Eoad always mounting, 
has now mounted, got into streets; gets into 

I a kind of central square — ^Duffy visible; ho- 

tel (all full of assize people) ; and here are 
letters for me, a Galway editor for guide,* 
with car ready for yoking — and we must be 
in Tuam this evening. 
Letters read, we mount our cai*: straight 
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steep streets, remarkable old city ; how in 
such a stony country it exists 1 Port- wine 
and Spanish and French articles inwai*ds, 
cattle outwards, and scantlings of com ; no 
otJier port for so many miles of country; 
enough of stony country, even that will make 
a kind of feast. Inlet of river from Lough 
Gorrib, the Connemara country : extensive 
government works here too. ^ Godless Col- 
lie,'' turreted gray edifice, just becoming 
ready ; editor waimly approves of it : May* 
Dooth pupil this editor, a burly, thick-neck- 
ed, sharp-eyed man— couldn't be a priest ; in 
secret counterworks McHale, as I can see, 
and despises and dislikes his courses and 
him. ^Give them light :^ no more a JPrat' 
esiani act than that ^^Maynooth granf 

If the devil were passing through my 
country, and he applied to me for instruc- 
tion on any truth or fact of this universe, I 
should wish to give it him. He is lees a 
devil knowing that 8 and 8 are 6, than if 
he didn't know it ; a light^park, though of 
the faintest^ is in this fact: if he knew/ac<a 
Mm^A, continuous light would dawn on him; 
he would (to his amaaement) understand 
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Avlint this universe m, on what principles it 
conducts itself, and would cecm to be a devil I 
Workhouse, well enough for it — "human 
swinei7 ;" can't be bothei*ed looking much 
at any more of them. Slodel farm or hos- 
bandry school ; can't find time for it — sorry. 
" Piscatoiy school," means only school /or 
fishermen's children: in the Claddagh — 
whither now, past old sloop lying rotting in 
the river, along granite quays, government 
works (hives wWiout bees) ; and enter the 
school at last, and there abide mostly. 
Good school really, as any X saw, all Catho- 
lics — ^" can't speak Englidi atfir^f "Dean 
Burke" not there, over in England ; snbsti* 
tnte, with undermaster and ditto mistress 
handy Irish people, man and wife if I re- 
member; geography, etc., finally singing: and 
substitute goes out with us — ^"show yon the 
'Claddagh.'" Complexity of silent narrow 
lanes, quite at the comer of the town, and 
clear of it, being over the river too ; kind of 
wild Irish community; or savage poor re- 
public trying still to subsist on fishing hera 
Dark, deep -sunk people, but not naturally 
bad. We look into many huts; priestly 
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schoolmaster, a brisk, frank, clever kind of 
man, knows Irish, seems to be fi*ee of them 
alL Petticoats, as usual, high-dyed, however 
dirty ; lilac, azure, especially red. Old wom- 
an at a live coal of languid turf; likes ^ tay ;'' 
net-weaving (though not entirely) is going 
on too : husbands all out at the fishing. The 
herrings are still here? ^^Yes^ your river- 
ence.** — ^ Hope they ^y till you get ready 
to catch them T he answered. Claddagh as 
like Madagascar as England. A kind of 
charm in that poor savage freedom; had 
lately a revd. senior they called their ^ ad- 
miral^ (a kind of real Idiig among them), 
and priests and reverence for priests abound. 
Home to our editor's lodgings now (inn un- 
inhabitable for assize tumult) : one ^ Coun« 
cillor Walker '^ has been inquiring twice for 
me (editor has told me) ; I cannot yet recol* 
lect him for Petri^s and A. Sterling's ^Cham- 
bers Walker,'' near Sligo, nor try much to 
make him out at alL 

Hospitable luncheon from this good edi- 
tor, Duffy's ^u^editor now, I think ; in great 
tumult, about S^ p.x., in blazing dusty sun, 
we do get seated in the ^ Tuam car,'' quite 
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full and — Walker recognizing me, inviting 
warmly both Duffy and me to his house at 
Sligo, and mounting up beside me, also for 
Tuam this night — roll prosperously awaj^ 
Duffy had almost rubbed shoulders with 
Aj;torney-general Monahau, a rather sinis- 
ter polite gentleman in very clean linen, who 
strove hard to have got him hanged lately, 
but couldn't, such was the hoUo^nlesa condi- 
tion of the thing called ^^Law'' in Inland. 
Long suburb again, mostly thatched, kind of 
resemblance to ^^ the Trench^ near Dumfries. 
Bad seat mine, quite uTider driver's, won't 
admit my hat^ or hardly even my head; 
Walker politely insists on exchanging when 
the horses change. Talk, talk fi*om Wr. 
very polite, conciliatory, rational too, not 
very deep. Bare country ; not quite so stony 
as the morning's, not quite so baiTen either. 
Romantic anecdote (murder? ghost? or what?)] 
of a family that lived in some bare mansion 
visible to the left — totally foi-gotten now. 
Country flattens, gets still more featureless; 
"John of Chume's" Cathedral tower; "little 
influence John of Chume;" anecdotes of some 
Ron)an*Irish bishop and him; Tuam itself 
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happily, and dismount, aboat 7 p.m. ; rever- 
ence of landlady to Duffy ; tea, Walker join- 
ing us; walk out, McHale^s big, not beauti- 
ful Cathedral (towers like pots with many 
ladles) ; back of McHale premises, ^ College,'^ 
or whatever he calls it, outer staircase w^apts 
parapet ; ruinous enough — this is St Jar^ 
lath's, then ? If we go into the street, the 
Protestant bishop's house stands right oppo- 
site too. Across then to Protestant cathe- 
dral ; old, very good— don't go in. Ancient 
cross, half of it, is liere^ other half (i*oot or bap 
ds of it) is at McHale's, standing on the open 
circuit there: ^Judgment of Solomon has 
not answered for tJiese two mothers P On 
emeipng, a crowd has gathered for Duffy's ^ 
sake ; audible murmur of old woman there, 
^Yer Hanar's wilcome to Chumel" Brass 
band threatening to get up, simmering crowd 
in the street ; a letter or so written ; get off 
to bed — high up mine, and not one of the 
best in nature I 

Saturday^ 28<& July. — Hostlers, horses, 
two rattling windows, finally cocks and geese ; 
these were one's lullabies in ^ Gbume ; " out- 
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look on the ugly McHale Gathedral, and 
intervening lime • patched roofs, at present 
moist with windy rain : poor Daffy, in his 
front ^^best bedroom,^' hadn't slept at all. 
Hurried breakfast in the gray morning, 
seven a.]£.; Bill — ^N.B. Bill came to us at 
Sligo^ unsettled still, the innkeeper said; 
and Duffy, with surprise, paid it there too, 
uncertain whether not a second time! 
Walker is out, bound for Sligo at an after- 
hour ; appoints us thither for Monday even- 
ing. Squabbling of lady passenger about 
being cheated of change by some porter or 
boots; confused misarrangement, and noise 
more or less on all hands, as usual ; windy 
Scotch mist, coming down occasionally in 
shower; off at length, thank Heaven, tow- 
ards Castlebar and Westport, taliter qtudi- 
ter. Watery fields, ill -fenced, inishes, rub- 
bish; country bare and J/r/y • looking ; 
weather rather darkening than improving. 
Simple big Irishman on coach-roof beside 
me ; all in gray-hlaiiket^ over all ; some kind 
of com or butter trader, I suppose ; as well- 
dressed kind of natives are very apt to be. 
^^ Father has taken the Ballina workhouse 
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contract ^ said one (who got up, farther for- 
ward on the road) ; ^ taken it/' Indian-meal 
at so-and-so. There is something entertain- 
ing too in a region of unoJu/^^ra^ professed 
ugliness ? Bide by no means uncomfortable 
in the Scotch mist (wind to left and rear)j 
with outlook over ill-tilled bare and ragged 
expanses, road flanked sometimes with beg- 
garly Scotch firs. 

Man holding up a fiery peat in a pair of 
tongs; stop to change horses; fiery peat is 
for the guard, who leans forward with (do- 
deen) pipe, good^uitured Gorgon face, weigh- 
ed down with laziness, age, and fat : smack, 
smack I intense sucking, 'bacco being wet, 
and the saliva came in dew-drops on the big 
outcurled lips; poor old fellow, he got his 
pipe to go at last, and returned the tongs and 
peat by flinging them away. What a pre- 
established harmony, this of the fiery peat 
and the Gorgon guard I Bright through 
the Scotch mist of the future, this fiery peat 
gleams beacon-like on his soul ; there bums 
for him a little light of hope. Duff^ is in« 
aide, lady passenger (of the cheating boots), 
and some poor young gentleman with the 
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bones of his leg broken. Perhaps we didn^t 
change horses at the fiery peat; but only 
delivered and received pai*cels there ? Next 
halt there was a change; a great begging, 
toO| by old sibyl woman ; a mounting of one 
or more (grain - dealing ?) passengei^s with 
fine dresses, with bad broken umbrellas. 
The morning is getting wetter; stormful, 
dashes of heavy showera as we approach 
Castlebar ; road running, and red streamlets 
in the ditches on either side. Duffy has pro- 
posed that we shall slop at Castlebar, and 
give up Westport ; overiniled. " Holly. 
mount,^' pleasant - looking mansion, with 
lawns and groves on the leflb; letter to the 
owner, but didn't think of delivering it 
Lord Lucau's close by Castlebar and on the 
other side of it too : has cleared his ground 
(cruel monster I cry all people); but is 
draining, building, han*owing, and leasing ; 
has decided to make this ugly land avails 
after clearing it. Candor must admit that 
here is a second most weighty considemtion 
in his favor, in reference to those " evictions.** 
First-rate new farmstead of his, Scotch tenant 
(I think), for peasants that will work there 
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is employment here ; Lord Lucan u moving, 
at lea8t| if all others lie motionless rotting. 
Gastlebor in heavyish rain; town -green; 
confusion of oonfusions, at the edge of that, 
and looking down the main street; while 
they tumble the luggage, reaiTange them- 
selves^ put out the poor bi*oken-l^ged gen* 
tleman at the hospital (rain now battering 
and pouring), and do at last dash foi-th tow- 
ards Westport 

Wind and rain now right ahead; prefer 
this to stew of inside; Lord Lucan's hus- 
bandry seen to each side from under umbrel- 
la — ^with satis&ction, though not unmixed. 
Gigantic drain ; torn through a blue whin- 
stofie range of knolls, and neatly fenced with 
stone and mortar; drippings of the abomi- 
nable bog (which is all round, far and wide, 
ugly as chaos), run now through it as a brown 
brook Abominable bog, thou sfiaU cease to 
be abominable, and become subject to man I 
Nothing else worth looking at ; dirty hungry 
cottages^ in groups or single ; bog generally, 
or low-lying rushy wet ground, with a storm 
of heavy rain beating it — till certain heights, 
which overlook Westport Gorgon guard's 
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face pours water from every angle— cai-eless 
be, aa if it had Wen an old stone face; — 
talks busily, nonsense, wliat I heard of it, 
witii Bomo foolish passenger, the only on€ 
now. Distressed gigs; one distressed pg; 
ridcre and it running dMr with wet. To- 
bacco remains to one! Heights at last; 
Westjwrt big, substantial - looking {FVonti 
nuUafiks/); "Croagh Patrick" big moun* 
tain • couc amid tumbliug cload masses, 
glimpses too of the bay, all close at hand 
now; and swiftly down-hill we arrive, get 
to our ion (flaring hotel, fit for Burlingtoo 
Street by looJs), and, in about three quarters 
of an hour of confused waiting and vicissi- 
tude, ffet our luggage, and begin to thiuk of 
seeittff the people 1 had letters for. Waiter 
despatched accordingly; people gone, peo- 
ple etc. — One little Captain Something, an 
intelligent commonplace little Englishman 
(just about to guit this horrid place, and here 
for the second time) does attend us, takes us 
to Westport Workhouse, the wonder of the 
universe at present 

Human swinery has here I'eached its acme, 
happily : 30,000 paupers in this union, popu- 
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lation supposed to be about 60|000. Work- 
house proper (I suppose) cannot bold above 
three or four thousand of them ; subsidiary 
workhouses, and out-door relief the others. 
Abomination of desolation ; what can you 
make of it I Out-door (\xkVL%\'Worh : three or 
four hundi*ed big hulks of fellows tumbling 
about with shares, picks, and barrows, 
^levelling'' the end of their workhouse 
hill. At first glance you would think them 
all working; look nearer, in each shovel 
there is some ounce or two of mould, and 
it is all make-believe; five or six hun- 
dred boys and lads, pretending to break 
stones. Can it be a charity to keep men 
alive on these terms? In face of all the 
twaddle of the earth, shoot a man rather 
/ \ than train him (with heavy expense to 
his neighbors) to be a deceptive human 
mjoine. Fifty-four wi*etched mothers sat rock- 
ing young offspnng in one room : vogue la 
galere. *^ Dean Bourke " (Catholic priest, to 
whom also we had a letter) turas up here : 
middle-aged middle-sized figure, rustyish 
black coat, Hessian boots, white stockings, 
good-humored, loud-speaking face, frequent 
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Luudyfoot snuff. A mad pauper woman 
shrieks to be towards him ; keepera seize her, 
bear her off shrieking. Dean, poor fellow, 
has to take it " asy " I find — how otherwise ? 
Issuing from the workhouse, ragged cohorts 
are in waiting for him, pei'secute him witk 
their begging: "Get along wid yeT cries 
he, impatiently, yet without ferocity. 
" Doun't ye see Pm speaking wi' the gintle- 
men ! Arrah, thin I I don^t care if ye were 
dead T' Nothing remained but patience and 
Lundyfoot snuff for a poor man in these 
circumstancea Wherever he shows face, 
some scores, soon waxing to be hundreds, 
of wretches beset him ; he confesses he dare 
not stir out except on hoi*8eback, or with 
some fenced park to take refuge in: poor 
Dean Bourke I Lord Sligo^s park, in this 
instance. But beggai*s still, one or two- 
have climbed the railings, got in by the 
drains? Heavy square mansion ("1770" 
architecture) ; Lord Sligo going to the Kil* 
leries, a small lodge he has to the souths— no 
rents at all. I hear since " he has nothinsr 
to live upon but an opera*box ; '' literally so 
(says Milnes) — which he bought in hap- 
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pier days^ and now lets. — ^ Groagh Patrick, 
won't ye go to it ?'' Bay — Clew Bay — has 
a dim and shallow look hereabouts ; ^ beau- 
tiful prospects.'' — ^Yes, Mr. Dean ; but, alas, 
alas I DufFy and I privately decide that we 
will have some luncheon at our inn, and quit 
this citadel of mendicancyi intolerable to 
gods and man, back to Gastlebar this even* 
ing. Brilliant rose - pink landlady, reverent 
of Dufiy (proves to be a sister, daughter 
perhaps, of the ^ Chume " one), is very sorry ; 
but — etc. No hells in your room ; bell often 
enough broken in these sublime establish- 
ments of the West of Ireland. Bouquet to 
Dufiy — ^mysteriously handed from unknown 
young lady, with verse or prose note; 
humph I humph I — and so without accident^' 
in now bright hot afternoon, we take leave 
of Groagh Patrick (devils and serpents all 
collected there. Ob, why isn't there some 
Patrick to do it now again 1), and, babbling 
of ''literature" (not by my will), perhaps 
about 6 VM. arrive at GasUebar again, and 
(for D.'s sake) are reverently welcomed. 

Tea. Irish country pries^ very soft youth, 
wonderfully like one of our own green par* 



My Irish yourtuy. 1 79 

sons fi*esh fiom college ; the only one I saw 
of that soii;. Out to the iDspectoi^'s, Capt 
Something, for whom I have a letter : Stre- 
lezki there, whom we had seen at Westport 
too, talk-talking with his bell-voice, and un- 
important semi -humbug meaning. ^Stre- 
lezki is coming I'' all the natives, with incon- 
ceivable interest, seemed whispering to one 
another; a man with something to give is 
coming I This Captain, in his dim lodg- 
ing a considerably more intelligent young 
man (30 or so) ; talk — ^to breakfast with him 
to-morrow, 

Westport Union has JBIIOO a week from 
government (proportion rate-in-aid). Castle- 
bar has j£800, some other has £1300, eta, 
etc. ; it is so they live from week to week. 
Poor-rates, collectible, as good as none 
(£28. 14 0. say the books) : a peasant will 
keep his cow for yeai*s against all manner of 
cess>collection. Spy-children ; tidings run, as 
by electric wires, that a cess-collector is out, 
and all cows are huddled under lock and key 
— t^nattainable for years. No rents; little 
or no stock left, little cultivation, docks, 
thistles; landlord sits in his mansion, for 
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TtaBOBB, except oa Sumdajf : welieir<^tlieiii 
^ living on the nbbiU ci tbeir own park.* ^ 
Society is at an end here, with the land nn- 
cnltirated, and erery second sool a panper. 
^ Sodety" here would have to eat itself, and 
end by cannibalism in a week, if it were not 
held np by the rest of oor empire still stand- / 
ing afoot ! Home through the damp streets 
(not bad streets at all, and a population still 
partly datked making its Saturday markets) ; 
thimbleful of punch over peat fire or ashes^ 
whiff of tobacco, and bed. 

Sunday, S9<& c7ir/y.— Breakfast with Capt 
Farrar (that was the name) ; sharp, distinct, 
decisive young soldier ; manfully or jMitient 
and active in his hopeless position here. On 
my return, Dufiy has been at mass and ser- 
mon. Priest reproving practices on ^ patron 
days " (pilgrimages, etc, which issue now in 
vMAeif mainly), with much good-sense, says 
Duffy. CSar to Ballina (BaUy is place, vid- 
him); driven^ boots, etc^ busy packing. 
Toam coach (ours of yesterday) comes in; 
there rushes -from it, Ju>t as if by cannon 
fiom Yorkshire or Morpeth without stop- 
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ping, W. E. Forster I * very blue-nosed, but 
with news from my wife, and with inextin- 
guishable good*humor. He mounts %vith us 
almost without refection, and we start for 
Ballina; public car all to ourselves; gloomy 
hulks of mountains on the left; country ill* 
tilled, some t^ntilled, vacant, and we get upon 
wide stony moorland, and come in sight of 
the desolate expanses of ^ Lough Con.'' 

Police-barrack, excise-barrack, in a loop of 
the mountain washed by the lake. Pictur- 
esque sites, in nooks and on knolls; one 
ruined cottage in a nook (belongs to Lord 
Lucan), treeless, yet sci^eened from winds, 
nestled among the rocks, and big lake close 
by : why couldn't / get it for a hermitage I 
Bridge (I think there must have been), and 
two lougha Inexpressible solitude, unex- 
ampled desolation ; bare gray continent of 
crags, clear sea of fresh-water; some faims 
and tufts of wood (one mournful ruined- 
looking place, which was said to be a bury- 
ing-ground and monastic ruin) visible far off, 
and across the lake always. Clear blue sky, 
black showery tempests brewing occasionally 

* The proMat Chief 8oerQtai7 for InkinL 
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among the hilla. Brother car meets lu^ brief 
dialogue, among the crags ; little pog-nosed 
Irish figore in Sunday clothes, had been es- 
corting a comrade, mounts now bende Dufl^ 
—proves to be a tailor, I think. Account 
by him, inexpressibly vague, of certain 
neighboring localitiea ^Archb. McHale," 
''John of Ghume," was bom hereabouts; 
peasant-fiEumei^s son. Given a vivacious^ 
greedy soul, with this grim outlook, vacant 
of all but the eternal crags and sides, and 
for reading of lifers huge riddle an Irish 
Mass-book only— one had a kind of glimpse 
of *^ John of Chume ^ — ^poor devil, after all I 
Ballina; immense suburb of thatched huS 
again ; solid, broad, unexpectedly handsome 
main street; corn-factors, bacon-factors, land- 
agents (attorneys, in their good days, must 
have done it); halt at the fiirther end, close 
by a postoffice^ and a huge hungry-looking 
hotel, or perhaps two hotds; into one of 
which — the wrong one suroly if there was 
a choice — we are ushered, and in the big 
greasy public room find a lieut of foot busy 
amoldng. 

^ Private room ^ very attainable, but, ex- 
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cept for absence of tobacco, not much more 
exquisite; in fact, this poor hotel was the 
diHiest in our IrUb esperience ; clearly aboot 
hanhntpt, oa odd would ace. Bat the poor 
^vaiters, the poor people all, were civil ; tbeir A 
poverty gave them even a kind of dignity — / 
the gray-bearded bead-waiter'a Jinol low next 
d.iy (disinterested bow) is still pathetic for 
me. Certain Ilamiltoas, inspectors; the 
Captain H. an Ulster man ; big cheeks and 
black iai(/-eyes; Calvinist philanthropist ; a 
really good, but &lso i-eatly stupid, man. 
Write in ray back bedi-oom; annoyed by 
gusts of bravura -singing (Sunday not the 
less) from the lieut of foot ; sorrow on him, 
and yet pity on him ! To workhouse, to 
workhouses, with Bead-eye ; aultaidiary 
workhouses these ; boys driUing — dis- 
chatted soldier: one of the drill • sergeants, 
begs for something of the nature of ** shoes " 
when it is dooa "There is Cobden, yon 
see!" said poor bead -eyed Horailtoa; dis- 
chai^;ed that man, and now he cornea upon 
its/" Kindness ^ la Exeter Hall; this; 
with strict Calvinism for life-theory, is H.*s 
atyla A thatched subsidiary workhooaa 
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this ; all for the children : really good, had 
the children been getting bred towards any* 
thing hutpaupetn&n/ — pauperism in geomet- 
rical progression. Dinner of perhaps five 
hundred of them — girls, I think. ^ Och, sur, 
iVs/aur years IVe been here, and this little 
girl isn't well, yetT Four years: what a 
kindness to us, to stay so long I What she 
now wanted with this girl? ^To get her 
taken to the salt-water ^ — a small allowance 
for that Brutallest stupidity can hardly beN 
more brutal than these human swineries had ] 
now grown to seem to me. Dormitories^ etc. / , 
—a street nearly all in ruins beside this 
admirable place ; population of it gone to 
workhouse, to England, to the grave. Other 
subsidiary workhouse ; oonUnents of young 
women ; really whole big roomfuls of them 
(for it was now raining) waiting for dinner. 
Home with disgust ; to have tea with Ham* 
iltoa in the evening at his house. 

After dinner, walk towards his house; 
moist windy evening, rain has ceased* Cor« 
rect little house, good and hospitable man ; 
tries to convince me of philanthropy; 
pauses horrarstruek. I decide (in my own 
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worst of Ii-ish nights (itoise, etc.), does finally 
end. At breakfast Hamilton is punctual 
and appears: "Not me, thank you kindly," 
and the i-est also didn't go — or only Forster 
of the rest, and at some other hour. Through 
the streets with my two inspectors (Hamil- 
ton and his cousin the " Belmullet " inspect- 
or, a simple watery man with one arm, Mrs. 
Dr. Evory Kennedy's brother), towards the 
workhouse. " The Scotch Shop," so called; 
a Glasgow thing, has propagated itself hith- 
er from Sligo; dull Scotchman, "Never so 
bad a trade as now ,*" building, fumishiag 
of workhouses, always some money goiog 
till now; bis brother has token a farm here- 
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abouts (rent seemed high with such pauper- 
ism) ; his shag tobacco (nearly unknown in 
Ireland) is very dear and very bad ; adieu to 
the Scotch Shop, and him ! Dulse in Bal- 
lina street market; comes fi'om Belmullet^ 
I bear ; gathered there, carted hither, forty* 
two miles ; sold for 2^. here I Wretched huck- 
ster, who has no better industry, subsists his 
garron upon the wayside, lodges with some 
fellow-poor man ; goes his eighty-four miles, 
on these terms, and takes to gathering new 
JuZafi. Was such industry ever heard of be- 
fore in this world ? Not this poor huckster 
is to blame for it^ first of all ; not he first 
O heavens I innumerable mortals ai*e to 
blame for it; which quack of us is not to 
blame for it? — ^Look into the arem of the 
workhouse with bead-eyed friend ; then, for 
his sake and for my own, I decline to go 
fiuiher; return to inn, where at least is a 
sofoi where tobacco and solitude are possible. 
Gar is to go about two o^dock, and I am 
due at Sligo to-night Duffy, finding certain 
* Dillons ** here, decides finally to stay ; Fors- 
ter too ttaysi flying about in an uncertain 
way. CoL Something, a great ^ eztermina- 



My Irish y&urwy. 1S7 

tor" hereabouts, and a great improver also; 
that is he, riding into town : stubborn, qd- 
cultivated, big red • haired face^ and solid 
military figure, from fifty to sixty; not the 
worst of Balliua men he Glimpse of 
liourke, with note fi-om somebody (from the 
Tralee gentleman it was, who bad beeu 
"absent at Valentia") — glimpse of Dafiy 
and Dillons; away then, away! 

First part of our route, moory, at first 
some symptoms of plantation and improve- 
ment, by ■ and ■ by none. Col. Something 
(Gort's?) evictions, long ghastly series of 
roofless cottages visible enough; big dnun, 
internal, was not visible : poor groom sitting 
by me on the car was eloquent as to CoL's 
" cruelty ;" Col himself, I understand, asserts 
that his people went away voluntarily, mon- 
ey and resource being wholly run out B^- 
gar cottagers need to be supported by pub- 
lic rate; whether the rate is paid them in 
cottages or in workhouse is really not so 
material as the second question, " What be- 
comes of their land, they having ceased to 
cultivate it? Gort and Lucan answer? Their 
land becomes oraltle, will be ploughed in all 



I 



i88 My Irish Jmmuy. 

ooming yean I Not «o bad, wirely. My 
groom gets off; hi% master most humane 
thrioe^xoelleDt old Boblin gentloiuui, drir- 
ing up now with 8on-in4aw, daughter, etc, in 
gig; ''no evictions'* there, no, no! 8on-in* 
kw, £at young gentleman, had % di^-hat, as 
usual ; dish-hats dralMX>lored, black, brown, 
and even green, universal wear iA young 
gentlemen here, and indeed in all country 
parts (Scotland and England too) ai prea* 
ent Flat, flat, waste of moor; patdies iA 
wretched oats — ^then peat bogs, black pools ; 
the roofless cottages not Cu* off at any time^ 
Potatoes — poor cottier digging his little plot 
of thttu, three or four little children eagerly 
** gathering'' for him : pathetic to look upon. 
From one cottage on the wayside i ssue two 

girl about twelve "naked " litmllyi some 
^i sh of rag round middle, oblique€ash over 
shou lder to rapport that ; stark-naked would 
have b een m decent (if you had to jump and 
ru n as ihese crei^res did) and much clean* 
l^rama&c^ I take it^ or ptrtly so, ik%% 
Lofb^ging: " sirtjp £D«r your parts, there 
ie car coining r Gave them nothing* 
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Stage: ''Di-omore"(I),IittloLamlet; coun- 
try alters bere; sud too ia out; beautiful Tiev 
of the sea, of Sligo Bay with notable moun- 
tains beyond, and high (limestone) dry IiilU 
on our right too; much indented coast, cir- 
cuitous road for SUgo, but decidedly a pleas- 
ant region, with marks of successful cultiva- 
tion everywhere, though still too treeless (and 
full of hegganj belo\v board, as we after- 
wards found). Small young lady from Dro- 
more going on visit to Sligo, ber parasol a 
little interrupts my view; **bay of" some- 
thing (" Ballisadare," it would seem) on this 
side of Sligo Bay : high fine hill between the 
two — north side of that, it turns out, is 
Walker's bouse. Sligo at last; beautiful 
descent into it, beautiful town and region al- 
together. Down, down, to the liver - bank, 
then halt a little to right ; Mr. Walker, with 
servant and nice neat car, is waiting: how 
charitable to the dusty, heart-broken soul of 
a pilgrim from bis car ! "So host can do a 
kinder thing than deliver a poor wretch in 
these circumstances, save bim from porters, 
inn-waiters, and the fatal predatory brother- 
hood! Up, some three miles; then on a 
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pleasant shelf of the big hill or mountain 
^ Knocknarea,^ dividing Sligo from the other 
bay ; a trim fertile little estate, beantifolly 
screened and ornamented (or soon about to 
be so) ; a neat little country-house, and ele- 
gant welcome: thanks, thanks! Elaborate 
dinner, however, no dish of which dare I eat ; 
salmon, veal, lamb, and that iB aU/ Cold 
beef rapplies every want Excellent quiet 
bedroom ; to bed utterly don^ almost sleep- 
ing for an hour before I got away. 

HieadajffSlslJidy, — ^Fine monnng,fine out 
look over Sligo, bay, city, mountain; around 
us pretty walks and garden, with farm im- 
provements fitft progressing behind us the 
mountain rises trim and green, on the top of 
it an andent eaim^ conspicuous from a&r — 
which Petrie asserts gravely to be the ^Grave 
of Queen llAB'^'-aome real old Irish ''queeo,'' 
who had grown in the popular fimey to be 
this! Good Petrie^ ha is mudi loved here, 
but there was no efaaoee of warobg him ^A 
«Mintima Drive to Sligo now ; find Dofly 
and Forster just arrived, and eating londiMM) 
at their inn; go along to visit workhouse, t// 
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%-i8it I/>ugh Gill; they two to dine with us 
at night. Whether Duffy went with us to 
Lough Gill ("Wynne" of Hazel wood) I don't 
recollect; mther think yes; but if so, he 
stayed behind us, and came up \nth Forster! 
[Important indeed 1] Dinner was altogether 
polite and pleasant ; Forster went about 11 ; 
then bed, and hospitable Walker will have 
U3 in town before six to-morrow, on our road 
towai-ds Donegal, whera these touiings are 

to (fTldl 

Beauties of " Hazelwood" (where Forster 
m^ti U3 in a car of bis own) ara very con- 
siderable; really fine lake (the Lough Gill 
itself), wide undulating park, umbrageous 
green - swarded, silent big house; pleasure- 
boats on lowei' arDi of Lough, and queer 
little windmill pump; very good indeed. 
" Wynne, Esq. ;" who has this day been stir 
ring up a row among the butter-merchants, 
breaking ^leir monopoly, and stirring up 
their noise. His tenants complained, '*6dL 
per lb. a dreadful price :" get your firkins 
ready, full of good butter, and i'will give yea 
real Lirerpool prices : Atnc hdii^yma; what 
the issue was, I never heai-d. Of workhouse^ 



J 



II 



193 My Irish yaurwy. 

eigbteen hundred strong, say nothing: heavy, 
fittflabby but solid English ex-military man | 

for manager; wide (idle -looking) sdiool: 
group of wandering gentlemen ; (one of Batb- 
mullen, on Lough Swilly) to whom we had a 
letter, a dark-ydlow, lean long figure ; ^ mort 
anxious^'' etc^ if we will come; but till Sat^ 
urday he cannot be at home^ and none knows 
wheUier that will answer. 81igo and chol- 
era! TlsSurtc or atmospheric the infloenee: 
by no means a JUrty town; the rererK, in 
companion. Talk of the ** Cer^na Minea,^ 
rich mcual and inm, say ricfteBf; not worked, 
company once^ first manager — Aal ; mMmd 
manager sent to Chancery; minca deep till 
''government'' make some canal cr do acme^ 
thing. Belie^works in Sligo; steqp street a 
litde levelled; what to do with the mcnddt 
Throw it into the river! ** Upon fliqr salmon T 
eageriy objects one It is at last cari4d 
far away. Elder Walker one of the Pn^ 
sentment Justices in rdief time; we voted 
away JgS8,000 am morning (''Eog^isli hav« 
plenty of money*); terribly ind%nattt um 
that they should demand piqrnMttt of om 
Aa^of it; ""had wa known that T— n Mew. 
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able business this of the famine works aod 
relief works altogether; sad proof that in 
Ireland is no organic govemmeut, and in 
England no atiicula/a ditto: a ditto, pre- 
sided over by Lord Jolm Russell only and 
the element of parliamentary palaver I Part 
of Sligo belongs to Lord Palmerston; I 
didn't learn, or ask, which part. 

W&htesday, \6t AuffusL — Up at five, for 
warded in all ways by kind, hospitable 
"Walker (to whom, farewell kindly), car at 
the car-stand in Sligo, before six of the Bunny 
morning. "Gavogne" (dammed up here?) 
gurgling past as a considerable stream, and 
breweries, etc, on the other side. Be^ars, 
beggars; only industry reaUi/ followed by 
the Irisli people. " For the love of God, yer 
Hanar I" etc., eta — ^" Wouldn't it be worth 
your consideration, whether you hadn't bet- 
ter drown or hang yourselves than live a 
dog's life in this wayl" They withdrew 
from me ia horror; did at least mthdrawl 
Judicious confusion of loading luggage. Car 
full to overflowing. Sligo wit — " Go home, 
» nd shave yourself I" — ** Sure, Vm not so ngly 
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M you, slurred omot r (Fit gras fidknr — 
some baeon-detkr, I so|^M»e^ got dds witar- 
rowyohoiie!) A way at last ; sH jammed to- 
gether; steep upa and downs ; boneahaidly 
ctin^ won't at one i^aee^ and we hare to dis^ 
mount Baoon^ealer next me, JhiSj on my 
rigfat^ tall old cleanly peasant jammed nnder 
Forster and driTer beyond ; Sligo Bay, and 
bright sea, with moory monntainoaa cqpes in 
front of VM. L(»d Palmenton'a coontry; 
mnM draining risible; wmA had been heard 
of; n^yy bare^ moory coontry ; would one 
were out of it all, as we now soon shall be ! 
Donegal Mountains blue-black over Bonsai 
Bay far westward to Teelin Head. Dingy, 
desolate-looldng country, in spite iA the fine, 
calm morning. ^ Killib^Si'' and some coast- 
guard station, the only sign of inhabitancy. 
Qeanly peasant^ at right of some new local- 
ity, ^breaks out into narratiye;^ is^ at least 
waS| a coastguard; had <mo6 a notable ad- 
venture seiadn^ or trying to seize, some 
smuggler there — minute particulars of it; 
fi^r thirty years seems to have done nothing 
else but merely ^ look out^" the one peopled 
point in his old memory. Particulm frou 
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bim of coastguard discipline and ways; well- 
done excise; whena thing is to ^ done, it can 
be done. Bathing lodgings, getting ruinous 
many of them (potato • failure has stopped 
Bupplies) ; good shore for bathing, and indi- 
viduals (to one's envy) are now seen swash- 
ing about in the act ; blue biine and sandy 
shore, etc., in Leitriin County; said once, for 
a moment, to be "ia Fenuauagh" (mistake 
probably ?). Ruined Castle (■\vhere V), "Four 
Masters" did their compilation there ; recol- 
lect the old black hnlk of rnins — think it 
might be in Donegal County, further on. 
Bathing hamlets, ditto houses, lodges (<mc6 
ornamental) ; lime and whitewash,yei7 abun* 
daDt, cannot hide ruin. " BnndoraD," dean- 
ish, high-lying village, headquarters of bath- 
ing ; bacon-dealer — ^runs to see a sick ^end. 
Car waits for him ; drink of water 1 Effort, 
by shopkee]>er or car clerk — think I got it, 
though after despairing. Sea, and Don^;a], 
and Killib^ abroad; mooryra££;edues8vrith 
green patches near, all treeless — nothing dis- 
tinct till steep narrow street of " Ballyshan- 
non;** mills, breweries, considerable, confused, 
much whitewashed country towo. Break* 
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fasty 08 if for the king^s handred, near the 
higher end. Tourists, quasi • English, busy 
at our table already: silent exct waiter, 
doing his swiftest in imperturbable patience 
and silence. Car gone; we have to climb 
the steep, at the top it will wait for us. 
And so to the road again, quitting Bally- 
shannon ; only Duffy, Forster, and I, of our 
car, did breakfast there. 

Day now growing hotter, road dustier; re- 
member nothing or little till Donegal : a Mr. 
Hamilton (?) has embanked some lagoon, 
saved many acres^ gives real symptoms of be- 
ing busy as a king of tillers in that quarter. 
Country improving ; hedges even, and some 
incipiencies of wood shelter and ornament 
Donegal a dingy little town; triangular 
market-place ; run across to see CNeilPs old 
mansion ; skeleton of really sumptuous old 
castle — Spanish gold, in Queen Elizabeth^s 
tim^ had helped : by one of the three a^iglea 
(there is a road by each) we got away again ; 
dropping Forster, who will see the lagoon* 
embanker (didn^t find him), will then by 
Olentier to Oweedore, and meet me there. 
Duffy it for Derry, and we part at Strano^ 
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lar; I, by appointment, am for Lord George 
Hill'B, and have a plan of route from PUtt 
nauer. Bare miserable country; dingy Don- 
egal has liiorklioumH building, pifcA employed 
there, no other masonry; ^epy valley with 
gome trees and green patches spreading up 
into the sleepy mountains; high gi-ound 
towaixis Gap of Barnesmore becomes utter 
peat. Barnesraore I i-emeniber well; noth- 
ing of a "Gap" to speak of; Dalveen Pass, 
and several unheeded Scotch ones, far surpass 
it in "impressiveness:" important military 
pass, no doubt. Moor, moor, brown heather, 
and peat -pots; here and there a speck re- 
claimed into bright green — and the poor 
cottier ofteoest gone. Ragged, sprawling, 
bare farmstead, blight green and black alter- 
nating abruptly on the grounds and no hedge 
or tree; ugly enough. And now from the 
moor-edge one sees "Stranorlar" several miles 
ofi^ and a valley mostly green, not exemplary 
for culture, but most welcome hera Down 
towards it — Du£^ earnestly talking, consult- 
ing, qnestioning ; pathetic, aa looking to the 
speedy «t^ now. Down into the valley ; fat 
heavy figure, in gray coarse woollen, sadden* 
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]y ranning with us, sees me, says ^all Mght T 
It is poor Flattnauer, who has come thus far 
to meet me I we get him up ; enter through 
the long outskirts of ^ Stranorlar,'' up its 
long idle-looking street, to coach-stand ; and 
there Dufiy stretching out his hand, with ' 
silent sorrowful face, I say ^ Farewell,^* and 
am off to Plattnauer's little inn ; and consider 
my tour as almost ended. After an hour, of 
not very necessary waiting (lunch, smoking, 
etc^ provided by the kind Plattnauer), we 
get the car he has hired for me from Lette^ 
kenny, and proceed thither. 

Fourteen miles; a tilled country mostly, 
not deficient here and there in wood ; ragged 
still, though greatly superior to late wont ; 
recognize the UX^ter dialect of carman, Ul- 
ster practice of the population generally. 
Talk — ^burdensome, had there been muok of 
it % Mountains about Oweedore, details (eu- 
logistic^ enthusiastic) of Lord George Hill ; 
three men (o£Scialities of some kind), excise 
or other, with dish-hats, before us in their 
car; road now rapidly winding downwards: 
pass them at last ; can bethink of no other 
road-fellow whatever. Country greenish, for 
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most part, with gnarled crags ; I should have 
expected ferns in the ditches, but don't re- 
member them. Millpond at the bottom of 
our descent, then long slow ascent up Letter- 
kennyStreet — ^broad, sometimes rather ragged* 
looking, always idle-looking — ^busy only on 
market-days, with com and cattle, I suppose. 
Hotel at last, and carman satisfied ; a grate- 
ful change into Lord George's car. To Bal- 
lyarr then I Now towards six or seven 
o'clock. Long, mile — long, straight, steep 
ascent ; then complex cross-roads ^ to Rath- 
melton," to etc.; country commonplace, kill- 
and-dale, not quite bare. At length Ballyair, 
clump of wood ; high rough hedges, gates, 
farm-looking place ; and round the comer of 
some offices we come to an open smooth kind 
of back court, with low piazza at the further 
side: from below piazza, then at the back 
entrance (the only handy one to his mansion). 
Lord George himself politely steps out to 
welcome us. Handsome, grave-smiling man 
of fifty or more ; thick grizzled hair, degant 
dub nose, low cooing voice, military compos- 
ure and absence of loquacity ; a man you 
love at first sight. Glimpse of Lady (Geor- 
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gina !) Hill, a nunlike elderly lady, and of 
one or two nice silent children ; silent small 
el^ant drawing-room; a singular silent polite- 
ness of element reigns; at length refection in a 
little dining-room (tox, I suppose !), and, in a 
bare but dean and comfortable room, presided 
oyer by the Great SilenoeSy one sinks grateful- 
ly asleep. Gweedore on the morrow like an 
liitopened scroll lying before. I bethink me, 
we walked out, too, that evening. Lord George, 
Plattnauer, and I, with pleasant familiar talk ; 
and for mipperj after our return, he ordered 
me Irish stirabout, a fiightful parody of 
^ Scotch porridge ^ (like hot dough)^ which I 
would not eat, and even durst noL except in 
M nMqsic eL\^ Deep ditches, gross kind of crop ; 
potatoes, turnips, ^ Egyptian wheat ^ (so call* 
ed, grown from wheat found in mummy) ; 
land has originally been, much of it even 
lately, fiat bog. 

Thursday f 2d Atigtist, — Dim, moist morn- 
ing; pleasantbreakfast(Lady Augusta(!),who 
has a baby, not there); paternal wit of Lord 
Q. with his nice little modest boys and girls 
in English, German, French ; Plattnauer to 
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with iu to Gweedoi-e. Big new mill; big 
peat Btaeks; can-iage-Louse, some three nice 
sleek wiry hoi'ses, ** nil kept at w&rk^" and 



able for it. Air of 
and sometbing mo 
Bwift firm horse, 
came only to a hes 
then, with biief sbo^ 
fields, too smal], 
way. Wretched j 



an farmer's place, 
ibout eleven aod 
jatening — which 
ch mist DOW and 
attery untrimmed 
not right in any 
village, "Kilnia- 



crenan," like an inverted saddle in site, 
brook ruDning thmugh the heart of it (?); 
miserable raree "caravan** stationed there, 
amid the dirt, poverty, and incipient ruin. 
Road heavy and 'wet, past many ill-reflated 
little farms; Dunghill of one, " I have ad- 
monished him iwt to let it run to waste so," 
but be doesn't mind 1 Road (is all veiy ob- 
scure to me ; cardinal points, at the time, not 
well made out, which is always fatal to one*8 
recollection) — i-oad, leading N. - westwai*d, 
begins mounting, is still a little cultivated, 
very ste^ side road to north, Letterkenny to 
Glen and Carrickart (I suppose); mounts, 
moQDts, occasional mist-rain a little heavier, 
day calm and silvery, bleared glimpses had 
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of the moor. ^ National school ^ high up. 
I descend and enter, Lord George waits 
cheerfully, but won't ; the worst of all con- 
ceivable ^national schools ;'' poor, dreary, 
fiozen-alive schoolmaster, and ten or twelve 
ragged children: ^Parents take them all 
away in turf- time ;^ they learn notJdng at 
any time. Wrote in this book a cfmpproval. 
Protest against these schools ; Catholics can 
do little^ don't always do it ; a difiScult af- 
fair for Macdonnel and Whately I Ghastly 
staring '^new Catholic chapel,** true Irish 
^ Joss-house," on the moor to left ; the image 
of ennui, sore throat, and hungry vain hope 
of dinner I Peat further on; foolish old 
farmer and his forces at work in peat^tack, 
pack'harBes instead of carts; a scandal to 
behold. Moor mounting ever higher, get- 
ting very black and dreary; cannot much 
rememler the coming of Letterkenny and 
Dunfanaghy road ; do remember scandalous 
black muddy moors, all gleaming wet as a 
sponge^ with gray rugged mountains (dose 
to us on the left), with crags, rain, and silent 
black desolation everywhere ; the worst of 
it^ however, I think, was further on. 
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"Glenbeagli Bridge;" turniug round a 
sharp corner of a muddy peat-hill, wo are 
upon it, and see Lough Beagh, " the prettiest 
of all the Donegal lakes" — no great shakes, 
no great shakes \ Hungry improved " farm- 
stead" (some glimpse of slate and stone I 
do remember in it) with drowned meadows 
by the lake-side, to left Lake narrow (out- 
let of it " Owencarrow," running from left to 
right of im) ; high stony steep of mountains 
beyond it; far up to the left bright-grceu 
spaces (or stripes and patches), with woods, 
appearance of an interesting pa^ through 
the mountains ; more Highland-looking than 
anything I saw elsewhere; one "Forster" 
owns it. At the banning of our journey, 
aud almost up to this point, there were large 
effectual long main-draim visible, just cat; 
a youDg Lord Something's property — sony 
I cannot recall his name ; he, and his " gor- 
emment money" and beneficent exteusiTe 
work were the most human thing I saw. 
B^ns at Kilmacrenan, perhaps earlier. 
Here at Glenbeagh Bridge was a "relief 
convac. road" (veiy conspicaous intended 
improTement on our lef^), but lying, as usual. 
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wiUi a wall at each end of it Mount again ; 
black rocky ^ Dooish " (where are eagles, 9een 
as we returned this way) on our left, and 
road rough, wet, and uneven. ^ Calabber " 
stream (not ditto ^ bridge '^, I have a dis- 
tinct recollection of that; cutting down 
through the shoulder (you would have said) 
of a considerable hill ; ^ Half-way House,'* 
and the still heathery glen that led towards 
it (Calabber stream Hiis^ at a higher point 
of it, running towards Owencant>w ? Alas I 
I had no map of any value ; I had no time, 
no patience or strength of any kind, left I). All 
at the Halfway House, which is a coarse, dark, 
weather-tight cottage — a rebuUdinff^ I imag- 
ine ; drink for the horse ; good-humored poor 
woman wiU have ^ a drop of potheen ^ when 
you return. Lord Oeorge knows all these 
people ; speaks kindly, some words in Irish 
or otherwise, to every one of them. £xcel« 
lent, polite^ pious-hearted, healthy man ; talk 
plentiful, qrmpathy with all good in this 
Lord O., candid openness to it ; fine voice, 
excellent little whistle through his teeth as 
he drove us — horse performing admirably. 
After Half-way House, view of some wretch- 
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ed quagmire, with a Inkelet by it, and spongy 
black bog and crag all round, which some 
Iiish "Dublin lawyer" has purchased, and 
is improving : Loi-d pity him, send nwre pow- 
er to his elbow I I never drove, or walked, 
or rode in any region such a black, dis- 
mal twenty-two miles of road. Tim is the 
road Lord George drives every week these 
seventeen years, drives or lidea, through these 
dismal raoore — strong in the faith of some- 
thing higher than the "picturesqua*' Mount 
Arigal, a u7(iVfi • peaked very sandy moan- 
tain, rt?o/"-shaped and therefore conical from 
some points of view, beautiful and conspicu- 
ous from all ('2-162 feet, map says), lay a 
little we&t of this Irish lawyer: we cross by 
the southern side of it, aud suddenly oat of 
the black moor into view of a lake ("Lougb- 
na-Cung") stretching northwestward round 
that side of Arigal ; and at the head of this 
Lough-na-Cung comes the prettiest patch of 
"improvement" I have ever in my travels 
beheld. Bright as sapphire, both grass and 
woods, all beautifully laid out in garden- 
walks, shi-ubbery-walks, eta, and alt shrunk 
for us to a tidy fairy-garden ; fine trim little 
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Bouse in it, too, with incipient farms and 
square fields adjoining; to our eye and im- 
agination, drowned in black desolation for 
fifteen miles past, nothing could be lovelier. 
A Mr. Something's, lately deceased (to Lord 
George's deep regret) ; I think, a Liverpool 
merchant (?): widow lives here, and Lord 
George's doctor at Gweedore (I learn on the 
morrow) is to marry one of the young ladies : 
very well I " Lough-na-Cung ** (I heard no 
name to it, but take this from the map) 
stretched away northward, bending to west ; 
a narrow crescent lough, of no farther beau- 
ty; and from the Clady river, which trav- 
erses Gweedore and comes out at Bunbeg. 
Here now is Lord George's domain, and, 
swiftly descending (by the hack of Arigal, 
which hangs white-sandy very steep over us) 
for about a mile, we are in said domain. 
^Hundred thousand welcomes!" (Irish phrase 
for that) said Lord George, with a smile. 
Flattnauer and I liad smoked our third pipe 
or agar; "You can do it in three pipes" — 
Head of Lough-narCung I remember too; 
stony dell amid the high mountains, mount- 
ing in terraces of visible rock; like some 
Cumberland pass, new to me in Ireland. 
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The tack )f the Clady, stretching out from 
this Xiougli !ive or eix miles, and _/2a//«n2H^ 
itself wide towards the sea, is Lord George 
Hill's domain. Black, dim, lonely valley: 
hills all pent, wet and craggy heather, on 
each side ; hil)« *« ritrli*; «r« fi«i*-q vacant wet 
moor (though learanee, aod 

lower). Rivffl quagmire of 

rushes ; can t and has here 

and there : : wo • colored ; 

hills to Icfl (& -> north, that 

is) ; arc of gei tony beyond 

measure; spn clusters here 

are the huts of the inliuuiuiui», wretchedest 
"farmers" that the sun now looks upon, I do 
believe. Loi-d George's improvements are 
manifold : for instance, each man has his 
" farm " now all in on^ — not in twenty, as 
heretofore, one long stripe of enclosure (dry- 
stooe wretched wall, or attempt at wall, and 
cottage in or near it); each cottage, too, baa 
now some road. But "improTements" all 
are swallowed in the chaos; chaos remains 
chaotic still. Hill road from Dunfanaghy, 
descending on the right — not yet quite trav- 
ellable, I think. New farm of Loogh-na- 
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CuDg (Liverpool widow) ; ^ improvemeiits f 
Ukter peasant in it ; has really been endeav- 
oring ; house is builti slated ; stones, ]ike a 
quany, torn out everywhere; trenebings, fee- 
blest symptoms of turnips springing, potato 
plot (ruined now^ alas !) is really growing ; 
gray bony man stands looking, with what 
hope he can. Cottages now of Lord George^s ; 
dry-stone fence half done along the road ; has 
hung so for years, in spite of his encourage- 
ments to get it whole done. Black huts, be- 
wildered rickety fences of crag: crag and 
heath, unsubduable by Hiis population, damp 
peat, black heather, gray stones, and i*agged 
desolation of men and things I Boat is on 
the river, fishy but t/nfished till now ; ^ Gwee- 
dore Inn," two-storied white human house 
with offices in square behind, at the foot of 
hills on right, near the river : this is the only 
guiU civilized-looking thing. We enter there, 
through gateway, into the clean little shel- 
tered courts and there under the piazza at the 
back of the inn Forster waits for us^ and is 
kindly received. 

Bain has ceased, two vm. or three ; but the 
air is damp, bleared, cold. Mount along the 
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hillside ; certain fields already saved out of 
ity not bad fields, but a continent of haggard 
crag-aud-heather desolation, with its swamps 
and rivulets still remaining. Over the Clady 
something like an incipiency of a modem 
hamlet, and patches of incipient green; 
bndge thither, too far to go; chapel and 
school (Protestant Orange, no doubt) on this 
side the river ; signal-staff fiag noW mounted^ 
his Lordship being liei^e, and accessible to all 
creatures. Dinner in our little inn. Lord 
George^s surgeon (from Bunbeg; of whom 
mention was already) joined us, I think, in 
the eveniog. Manager of inn (for Lord 
George, I think) an Ulster man, solid, clever 
man of forty-five. Aberdeen-awa' man, chief- 
manager, a hook-nosed, lean, slow-spoken man 
of like age : " What do you think of these 
people 1" — ^^ Oah-h ! a whean dduidit craiturs, 
sir: but just ye -see — P Walk, with this 
man in company in the evening, to the new 
farm-house he is getting built for himself, 
and new fields he is really subduing fit>m the 
moor; pure peat all; but lime is abundant 
everywhere, and he does not doubt, and will 
certainly prevail, he. Some five or six Aber* 
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deen and Ulster men ; nothing else that one 
can see of human that has the smallest real 
promise here ; " deluidit craitura^^ lazy, super- 
stitious^ poor, and hungry. 7^. 6(f. no uncom- 
mon rent^ 30& about the highest ditto : listen- 
ing to Lord George, I said, and again said, 
^ No hope for the men as masters ; their one 
trutf station in the universe is servants^ 'slaves' 
if you will ; and never can they know a right 
day till they attain that*' Valley, if it were 
cultivated, might really be beautiful. Some 
air of stir and population and habitability 
already on it; huts, ragged potato-patches; 
nearer there, by the river • side, oat-patches 
(lean cows, I suppose, are on the hills) ; souHh 
side of river is, as before, nearly or altogether 
vacant of huts. Return to our inn, after ai*- 
rangements for the morrow. How these peo- 
ple conspired to throw down Lord George's 
fences, how they threatened to pay no rent, 
at firsts but to shoot agent if compelled, and 
got their priest to say so ; how they had no 
notion of work by the day {came from eight 
to eleven A.H.), and shrieked over hook-nosed 
Aberdeen when on Saturday night he pro- 
duced his book and insisted on paying them 
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by tlie 7umr; how they are, ia biief, dark 
barbai-iaus not intrinsically of ill dispositions 
— talk and commentaries on all this. Small 
close room, with the damp wind and wide 
moorland outside; polite "stirabout** again, 
to me useless: iiually to bed, with pathetic 
feelings, gratitude, soiTOw, hve for this noble 
man, and hcpe as if beyond the grave I 

Fridaj/, 3d AugusL — ^We drive to Bun- 
beg (must be far briefer to-day !). Valley 
spreads out into flat undulations ; still crags 
and moor everywhere ; blue sea with islands 
and much sand ahead; brisk, sunny fore- 
noon. Visit new parsonage (O Orange 
Protestantism 1) ; parson, young fat Dabliu 
Protestant, enters ; has a draAving-room with 
"scrap-books" and wife-gear (wife doesn't 
appear) : not a beautiful big fat young Prot- 
estant; but, alas, what better can be had) 
To Bunbeg ; village (of perhaps three hun- 
dred or more) scattered distractedly among 
the crags, sprinkled along, Utickenitig a little 
towards Glady mouth, where are the store- 
house, mill, harbor, all amid crags for ever> 
more 1 Crag has been blasted away for aites ; 
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rises yet abrupt behind the walls in that 
quarter, paths climbing over it Big excel- 
lent mill — proved most useful in famine 
time — silent at present, till harvest come. 
Ditto, ditto, storehouse, or ^^shop^' of in- 
numerable wares; nearly empty now, wait- 
ing for a ^ practical shopkeeper '' that would 
undertake it Harbor landing-place built by 
Ulsterman of the inn — ^*^ well done,'' as I tell 
him. Big rings for warping in ships— the 
General Commissioner of Light-houses (?) 
did that, after entreaty. Aberdeen fisherman ; 
excellent clear-eyed, brown-skinned, diligent- 
sagacious fellow ; excellent wife of his {before^ 
in a house that wouldn't ^tum rain," but 
was all whitened, etc., and clean and hearty- 
looking), from whom a drink of buttermilk 
for me. Fisherman went with us to the old 
mill and its cascade (queer old ruin, and 
gushing loud waterfall), when some of his 
men try the net to no purpose. Ancient 
Irish eqwre actually ^begging'' here; foL 
lows about in blue camlet cloak, with always 
some new cock-and-bull story, which Lord 
Geoi^ when unable to escape by artifice, 
ooldly declares in words that he can't listen 
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to. Strange old squire ; whiskey all along 
and late failure of potatoes have done it ; 
gets no rent, won^t sell, ^ a perfect pest," the 
fisher calls him. School (Prot) better or 
woi*se — children all clean at least; some 
twenty or more of them, boys and girls. 
Sun now is high; we mount, turn into 
Bloody-Foreland road ; bay on our left hand, 
blue water ; and immensities of sand, lilown 
he]|;eabouts in great lengths over the land (as 
I can see from the distance), remind me of 
the mansion and park sanded (name ?) and 
nothing but the dumnej/'tops left, on these 
coasts; straggling wretched hamlet, when 
a fair is (monthly or annually?); go into 
the baker^s shop (Abei*deen, he too), into a 
kind of tavern now under the carpenter's, 
where Lord George at first lodged on un- 
dei*taking this affair ; bare craggy moor still, 
still; desolate savagery; Lord George and 
his Aberdeeus versics Celtic nature and Cel- 
tic art Call on the Catholic priest; poor 
fellow, he looked suspicious, embarrassed, a 
thick heavy vulgar man of forty-five; Ao^a 
peasant still, yet on the way towards better ; 
good growth of turnips round his cottage, 
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cottage some approach to dvilisation ; a 
book or two — unfortunately only mass- 
books^ directories, or the like : we evidently 
lifted a mountain from his heart when we 
took ourselves away. ^ One man of these 
natives that doesn't lie.^ Send for him; 
rides with me a bit — trough, clayey, beardy 
old man; clothes dirty and bad, but still 
whole ; can't well understand him, or make 
myself intelligible (for he neither reads nor 
writes), so send him away with good wishes. 
We are now driving, by a hack road, towards 
the inn. Farm cottage, with potato and 
com patches as we go. ^Rent,'' none in 
fiunine year; uncertain ever since; trifling 
when it does come, for nobody's rent has 
been raised at all : Aberdeen fisherman only 
clear immediate source of revenue, (ib^ 
house for him ; prices now being bad here^ 
People won't fish, or can't: lobster -pots 
given, and method shown — avails not 
Have had to buyout innumerable rights, 
^ right of fishing," ^ right of keeping an inn," 
right of eta, etc., £500, £300, eta, to keep 
peace, and do indubitable justice — afler pur- 
chasing the property. People won't work 
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(in ally or, I fear, the majority of cases) day's 
work for hire,if tbey htkve potatoes or oth- 
er means of existing. Winged scarecrow 
breaking stones (on the other road) this 
morning, with his scandalous ragged farm 
close by, is an instance: wouldn't three 
months ago ; went to some island of Gola^ 
where was a cousin with potatoes and good 
heart; ate the potatoes out — and now he 
works ; his dress gone to the **^ tulip ^ form. 
May the devil pity him I — On the whole, I 
had to repeat often to Lord 6. what I 
said yesterday; to which he could not re- 
fuse essential consent. His is the largest 
attempt at benevolence and beneficence on 
the modem system (the emancipation, all*for- 
liberty, abolition • of - capital • punishment, 
roast-goose-at-Christmas system) ever seen 
by me, or like to be seen. Alas I how can it 
prosper, except to the soul of the noble man 
himself who earnestly tries it, and works at 
it, making himself a ^ slave '' to it these 
seventeen years ? 

Lunch at the hotel; inscribe in the 
"book;'' with difficulty get packed; roll 
away (Forster and all) in the sunny fresh 
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afternoon : road seen a aeoond time, not love- 
ly still; Half-way House potheen (didn't 
taste it^ I!); Kilmacrenan again, and fields 
miofn and more with hedges; we leaping 
down, had V)alk6d a great deaL House was 
excellent ; but dark twilight^ very cold to 
UB^ had now settled down; and all were 
glad enough to get within doors, to a late 
cup of Christian tea. Lord 6. lights fire 
too, by a match ; very welcome blaze: pre- 
sents me two pairs of his Gweedore socks. 
Bed soon and sleep. 

Saturday^ 4<4 Avgu$L — After break&st^ 
to visit a certain rough peasant fiirmer of 
the neighborhood distinguished as being 
^ rick** Bough as hemp, in all respects^ he 
jMOved. ShiUiA^ sluttish, anxious too for 
^ improvements,^ good terms to be given for 
nd^^og Ix^ ^tc This was a broUur of 
the peasant who had ^made the money ;^ 
the latter was now dead : made by ^ thriift^** 
not industry; worth little when made? A 
dvil-natured man too, and with a land of 
appetite for something cleanlier and more 
manful than this scene of dung-heaps; poor 
old ftUow, towards sixty, and had ^ tended 
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the cows ^ till this Hirone became vacant for 
him. Home by the offices again ; Lady A. 
with the children in the garden : a delicate, 
pious, high and simple lady; sister of Lord 
G.'s former wife. White sand (like pounded 
sugar) from Muckiaii Mountain (I forget if 
this is the name that signifies ^ Pig ^ Moun- 
tain — which animal one mountain does 
really resemble i). Proprietor wouldn% at 
a fair rate, allow the BelfiEist glass-houses to 
help themselves to this sand ; therefore they 
at no rate meddle with it — Coach yoked ; 
hasty kind farewell, and go. Lord George 
driving, I on the box beside him ; one of the 
finest of days. By pleasant fields, shady or 
otherwise agreeable roads, to Ra^ Melton, or 
rather past the one side of Ra^ Melton. — 
Town lying over the river (river " Lannan,'' 
it seems); chiefly a substantial white raw 
along the quay (with respectable show of 
ships). Our road (on the west side) being 
up a steep hill; wood abundant, i^ly a 
pleasant active little town. Barilla nianu- 
factory (help carts passing in met us) near 
it; small, but precious the like of it, and 
rare in Ireland. 

10 
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By pleasant roads still, of the same sort 
to BathmuUen. Old Abbey (or Castle 1) 
there, dose by the sea ; quite at the end of 
the white, quiet, rather steep-lying village; 
view across Lough Swilly (properly afritJi) 
not bad, though too bare. To Mr. Some- 
thing, a retired merchant of full purse, our 
intended host's father-in-law. Showy, new- 
ish house and grounds, overhanging the sea 
near by ; retired merchant not at home, his 
wife (poor Mrs. Sterling's dialect and man- 
ner were recalled to me) greatly flattered by 
Lord G.'s call, will give lunch, eta, will do 
all things but epeak a little less. We with- 
drew to her daughter's, to see our adventure, 
which doesn't look too well, to the end. 
End is: intended host has not come^ or' 
given any notice ; will ^ probably " be here 
to-night Helpmate, a thick, stubborn-look- 
ing lady of forty, childless, and most likely 
wearing the breeches (to judge by appear- 
ances) : she invites, eta ; but there is clearly 
only one thing to be done— get across to 
Deny, and take one's ease at one's inn. 
Conveyed by Lord Geoige; meet ^retired 
merchant '* and his son ; use him for getting 
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ferry • boat secured (feny ia his by county 
law) ; off; in the bright mody afternoon ; a 
i-eally pathetic and polite farewell from his 
Lordship aod poor Plattnauer Id all Ire- 
land, lately in any other land, I saw no such 
beautiful bouI. 

Red-haii-ed ferrymen, effectual-looking fel- 
lows; fyits on Irish Island, etc^ five or sii 
aitillwrymen in each : (on Deny side) ; Innis- 
howen hills on other /nire country as before 
as always in this island, but with a Scotch as- 
pect rather than Irish, be^ary and rags hav- 
ing now become quite subordinate. Across 
soon ; to Derry soon, by a high-lying, bare, 
"too populous" country. Many hungry- 
looking clusters of cottages (slated here, but 
visibly hungnj)\ a ruin or two; Beveral 
attorneys* country-seats (prosperous attor- 
neys), of which the architecture was not 
admirable. Seven miles: at length, turn- 
ing suddenly a comer, Derry is there to the 
south of us, close at hand; rising red and 
beautiful on elevated hill or " bluff*" (it must 
have been once). Foyle moderately sup- 
plied with ships, running broad and clear 
past the farther side of it The prettiest- 
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lookiDg town I have seen in Ii'eland. The 
free school ; a big old building in fields, to 
right of us before we enter. Two or three 
miU chimneys {not corn-mills all of them, a 
linen-mill or flax-mill one at least visible ) ; 
coal-yards, appearance of real shipping trade ; 
suburbs, gate ; and steep climb by the back 
of the old walls ; Imperial Hotel, in fine — 
^ one of the best in Ireland,'^ says report ; 
one of the dearest, and not the best, says 
experience. Very indifferent bed there 
(wretched French bed, which species may 
the devil fly away with out of this British 
country I); and for lullaby the common 
sounds of an inn, augmented by a very 
powerful cocik towards morning. 

A Dr. McKnight (editor, pamphleteer, 
etcX warned by Duffy, came to-night ; led us 
through the city wonders, the old cannon, 
etc. ; gave us, unconsciously, a glimpse into 
the raging antmosiiies (London companies 
versus Deny town was the chief, but there 
were many) which reign here, as in all parts 
of Ireland, and, alas I of most lands ; invites 
us to breakfast for Monday ; an honest kind 
of man, though loud-toned and with wild 
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eyes, this McKnigbt ; has tobacco too, and a 
kind little orderly polite wfe (a "poverty 
honorable and beautiful '')• Surely we will 
go. Steamer is to sail on Monday at one vm. 
for Glasgow ; Scotland ho 1 

Sunday^ btli Aufftcst. — ^Hot, bright day; 
letter to Loi'd Clarendon (farewell, I don^t 
cofne by Dublin); Captain Something, a chief 
of Engineers (surveyors, map-makei*s in these 
parts), comes to take us out to " Temple 
Moyle,'' an agricultural school, and to show 
us about A clean, intelligent, thin little soul ; 
of Twistleton^s introducing? Long wooden 
bridge, rather disappoints, not letter than 
Waterford: viewed from the other sliore 
(height to the south, which our Captain 
makes us ascend), is veiy pretty in the sun- 
shine. ^^ Gh'ianan of AileacJi^ (old Irisk 
King^s Palace^ talked of by McKnight last 
evening), site of it is visible six miles off 
to north. Good enough country, ^r< well 
cultivated, part ill ; to London agent of Fish- 
mongers' (Mercers' ?) Company, a brisk, im- 
petuous managing little fellow, who escoi-ts 
us to Temple Moyle — " Mi*. Campbell,** the 
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Scotch manager, is overtaken by us on the 
road. Temple Moyle very good indeed, so 
£ur as cuUivaiian of Hie ff round goes ; ques* 
tionable, perhaps, on its Jiuman side } A 
dozen of the boys, Catholics, and very ugly, . 
were at dinner. The ^ teaching,** our bnsk 
Londoner indicated, was rather in a stagger- 
ing way. ^ Acre of turnips helter than one 
of potatoes,** testifies Campbell, ^ and ecieier 
to cultivate if you do both welV^ London- 
el's sad experience of Ireland ; tries to pro- 
mote emigrating, to buy tenants out, very sad 
work. "^The Company's rents £4000, don't 
get £1500 net If I had an Irish estate, I 
would sell it; if I couldn't, I would give it 
away.** Look, in returning, at the attempted 
futility of an ^ Embankment of the Foyle ;** 
Railway to Newtown-Limavaddy was to em- 
bank Foyle ; £80,000 (?) spent No railway 
done, none was or is needed; no embankment, 
only heaps of barrows, waste flat diggings, 
and some small patch of ground (inconceiv- 
ably small) saved out of the wreck till new 
money be subscribed. Very ugly distract- 
ed-looking flat Home. Oh, let us home ; 
for the evening, too, is getting gray and cold I 
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Captain to dine witb us ; a weary evening — 
aofa, back garden, smoke ; walk in the Dia- 
mond by raoonlight; respectable old city. 
Walker's Memorial; Prison Gates, Bishop's 
House. Tmde tenibly gone, all say ; much 
poverty. Eheu I to bed, and leave it to the 
gods I 

Monday^ ^tJi Avgnst — Breakfast at Me- 
Knight's; sunny hot raoraing; small I'oom 
full (got up the window of it, with effort 1) : 
big Deny Protestant clergyman, Ex-mayor 
** Haslett ;" weighty set of men. Emphatic 
talk to them ; far too emphatic, the human 
nerves being worn out with exasperation I 
^ Remedy for Ireland ? To cease generall^^-^:. 
from following the devil: no other remedy/ 
that I know of; one general life-element of 
humbug these two centuries ; and now it has 
fallen hanhrupt This universe, my worthy 
brother, has its laws, terrible as death and 
judgment if we * cant ' oui*selves away from 
following them. Land tenure? What is a 
landlord, at this moment, in any country, if \ 
Rhadamanthus looked at him i What is an^ ^ 
Archbishop 2 alas I what is a Queen — what 



224 ^y J[^h Jaumey. 

is a specimen of the genus Homo in these 
generations? A bundle of hearBays and au- 
thentic appetites ; a canatUe whom the gods 
are about to chastise, and to extinguish if he 
cannot alter himself I etc., eta** Deny aris- 
tocrats behaved weU under all this. Not a 
pleasant breakfast ; but, oh, it is the last I 
Off to pack, and get on board. Shameless 
tumult on the quays, which continued long; 
cattle loading, and three hundred finest peas- 
antry ; McKnight to take leave, and another 
and another ; and the roar of wild men and 
cattle, and the general turmoil of (Irish) nat- 
ure not yet ended I Yo heave ho I at last ; 
and, with many heelings and edgings (water 
acant in some places of this Frith of Foyle), 
we quit Innishowen Head, Malin Head, and 
the rest, and issue hopefully into the open 
sea. Bare, not uninteresting coast ; Glasgow 
steamer going bravely, afternoon bright. 
Port Bush, our mooring there ; last Irish 
crowd. Adieu, my friends, a happy evening 
to you. Port Bathlin Island, with many in- 
tervening rocky islets, grim, basaltic. Bob- 
ert Bruce, Esq., once in Bathlin. Giant^s 
CSauseway ; tourists dabbling up and down 
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about iu boats; Heaven be their vx>mforterI 
We seem to be quite near it here, and it isn't 
worth a mile to travel to see. Poor old 
woman, who Tias no money for fare, shall be 
set out on the beach : "3Iy sod in Glasgow 
Hospital !" probably enough a fib ; but the 
cabin people club, and pay her fare;. Beau- 
tiful boat, but not interesting passengers — 
the i-everse of that " Fair Head " (or I forget 
which) ; combination of crags on it which 
they call "the Giant;" other more distant 
cape growing ever dimmer; and shortly, on 
our right, looms out high and grim the 
" Mull of Cantire," and we are on the Scotch 
coast I Much improved prospects, directly 
on opening the west side of the Mull; com- 
fortable fenced crop-fields; comfortable hu- 
ntan farms. Isle of Arrau ; Sandy Island ? 
(? Beautiful blazing lights, beaming in the 
red of twilight); Ailsa Craig; Campbell-town 
Bay ; and now, unhappily, the daylight is quite 
gone, and the night breeze is cold ; sofa in 
little cabin, and stony fragments of sleep. 
Awake, still and confused ; on quarterdeck 
are finest peasantry (hitched forward out of 
their place) ; but on the leH., two cotton-mill 
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chimneys^ and Glasgow is close by. Euge I 
Dark City of Glasgow, pulses of some huge 
iron -furnace (^Dickson's Blast,'* so named 
by mate) fitfully from moment to moment 
illuminating it; excellent skipper, terribly 
straitened to land ; do at last (two a.h.), and 
with difficulty got into a big, dark, nautical 
inn ; no noddy, barrow, or other vehicle to 
convey us to a hotel. Sleep in spite of all ; 
huge mill roaring in at my open >vindow, on 
the morrow at eight. Remove after break- 
fiist ; look at Glasgow (under David Hope's 
escort) ; Commercial Capital of Britain (kis; 
thank Heaven for the sight of real human in- 
dustry, with human fruits from it, once more I 
On the morrow, home by rail to Scotsbrig. 
The sight of fenced fields, weeded crops, 
and human creatures with whole clothes on 
their backs — it was as if one had got into 
spring • watei* out of dunghill-puddles ; the 
feeling lasted with me for several days. 
Fini% now. 



is my whole remembrance, or nearly 
aoy of the IrUk Tour ; plucked up, a good 
deal of it, from the throat of fast-advancing 
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oblivion (as I went along), but quite cer- 
tain to ine once it i% recalled. Done now, 
mainly because I had beforehand bound my- 
self to do it ; worth nothing that I know of, 
otherwise ; ended^ at any rate, this Wednes- 
day, 16th October, 1849. And now to- 
morrow t 



THE END. 
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to the real nalore, alma, and life>work of the author of ** Sartor Besartos** 
who hare been moved by Carlyle'a death to present their oplniona to 
fl ss l pw TVavrllsr. 

Be certainly s ncc e eds In presenting the tender side of Car1yle*s natars^ while 
aol ignoring iu mggedness. He llred on terms of dose Intimacy with him, ae> 
•em panie d bim In bis little toors abont the eooutry, and reports bia coaveraatlone 
•t irst hand.— i^Mt/«Nd TVanarr/pC 

We have no aort of doubt tbat the Anal Judgment of Carlyle will settle down 
wewhere around the polnta of tbe piirtrait here presented, and that Ur. Con- 
W9f9 tppftdative but discriminating estimate may be taken as a safs guide 
t lie t i t q We have seen no sketch of Carlyle which gives a more nearly complete 
•nd well-balanced Idea of the man, as a man, and bia place In the Intellectual Ufa 
ml bis tiaw.- Ow i yrKpert iwa fW , Boston. 

Sir. Oeaway eiOoyed exceptional opportunltiee for knowing Carlyle, and he haa 
Bade an exesptlonally pleasant and interesting book.— Dstten Journal, 

Aa admirable aketch, written In a sympathetic spirit, and containing many la- 
Btaa of the author's intercourse with Carlyle. It ought to do good 
by correcting tbe one-sided impression which haa been produced by the 
**BemiHlscencrs "— «tlfc Jmm§a*t OautU, London. 

We have here no mere compilation, but tbe recollectiona of one wbo loved Gar- 
lyK ABd hae power to unveil aome part of the lovable nature tbat waa In the 
■Mik The glimpsee of the home at Chelaea given here are asors vivid and UAh 
Bke than anything else that has been published in that kind— A^pseCalor, London. 

W&w UMB had the good ftirtune to aee ao much of Thomaa Carlyle in the doee 
intimacy of private talk and association as Mr. Moncure Conway. * * * The wil- 
tamm rasnlt Is the transCsrriug to paper ntany valuable remarks asade by Garlyle 
la oaavetiatlea, and the putting on record many Incldenta and tralta that were 
eihmalee dsemsd to oblivion.— ir«s(m<naitr Ussisit, London. 

We gel mach of the Inner thought of the great maa here, with pktarse of hie 
jsary day s ii e t eaee that are truly lasplring. It ie aa admirable fr ee b ead aketch, 
fililtMy la be accepted aaaatheatic and leliablai ilssisa 
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WYLIE'S CARLYLE. 



THOMAS CABLTLE. The Man and his Books. Illostrated 
by Porsonal RcminisccnccSi Tablo-Talk, and Anecdotes of 
Himself and his Friends. By W. H. Wrux. 4tO| Paper, 
* 20 cents. 

Tbera is nach In Mr. Wj1Ie*« ▼olome that we hafv fonod a wtloooM lemlndcr 
of what was best in Csriyle.— iffpedotor, London. 

Contains a really graphic accoant of Carljle's life at Cralseopottock and hfa 
eorrespondence with Goelhe; and the best estimate we have yet seen of iho sffi- 
nal historical senrice done bj Carljle in rehabilitating the defeoed image of Oraoi* 
well.— il«Mf«my, London. 

If this book Is to be taken as an example of the kind of work we are to tzpoct 
In the biographies of Carljle, Carljrie will hare been, oo the whole, more fortanate 
than his fellow Tictims. Mr. Wjrlie*s book is really a thonghtfhl and remarkabi/ 
accurate performance.— iifAefueum, London. 

He has got together most of the facts of Carlyle*s life, and has ezpoeed them lo 
a ▼ery readable piece of literary work. * * * This book giref, on the whole, a very 
feir and soflident accoant of Mr. Carlyle*s llfeL«J\itf Mall Budget, London. 

A timely Tolnme of reminiscences, table-talk, and anecdotes of the asge aad 
his flriends. It is a very interesting sketch of Carlyle*s life and worlL—JfeiiArMi 
WUnes$, 

A valoable contribotlon to Hteratare.— ZrrooJk^im Timet, 

A remarkable compilation of facts concerning Carlyle. * * * The anther hat beta 
Indefatigable in collecting material, and not a fact is lost An acquaintance with 
Carlyle gives him opportnnity to pot in numerous little asides, and to give eome 
ccmversatlons as they fell from the mouth of the sage.— AUMrdof Seemb^ OautUf 
Boeton. 

The narrative is rendered attractive, as well as instructive, by the happy nin* 
gllng of personal incident, anecdote, and table-talk with the ordinary btographical 
data.— A'sw England Methodist, Boston. 

Contains a great deal of personal and literary information regarding Carlyle^— 
Philadelphia Kewe. 

A book that every lover of Carlyle should obtain.— fiems Fana, Angnata, Ha. 

Will be read with much interest —/^ftomt Frtee, 

A most interesting hook.'^Drooklyn Union and Argue, 

This work was prepared before the death of Its distinguished satjeet, aad aoi 
written hastily since that event It abounds In personal rscollectkms, and Is par- 
haps the best description of the femoos Scotchman at present to be had.— Clr<s- 
tian IfUelUgeneer, N. Y. 

A Bosweilian collection from Carlyle*s own lips, firom reports, lettera of hia 
friends, and from the public press, of the Incidents of his life and his notabia 
words. It presents the rough, self-willed, extravagant powerfhl maa in a iciatatel 
light— ^<on*s Hsro^d, Boston. 

An admirable stndy of a man who made his inpreseioB <m the ttg^-^Z mt ken m 
Okssrvsr, Boston. 
■ A very entertaining work.— dkioo^ JoumaL 
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CAKOLINE FOX'S JOURNALS. 



ICEHORIES OF OLD FRIENDS : SEIKO EXTRACTS FROM 
THE JOURNALS AND LETTERS OF CAROLINE FOX, 
OF FENJERRICE, CORNWALL, FROM 1885 TO 1871. To 
which aro added Fourteen Original Letters from J. S. Mill, never 
before pabliflhed. Edited by Hobacb N. Pnc 4to, F^per, 80 
oentu 

Dardly a p«a« can bo tarned wllboot meotloff a name that ■till retalna aomo 
IS and thoosh at UiDea,of ooane, we and llttla bat a nama, j«t aren 
Um aaaiiiioa la not derold of lutarest, and in tonie caaca It afforda Tlcwa of 
tnm whicb tba blatorlan of oor tloia might atop to gathar hlata fbr tha 
coloriDg oChia plctor&— i8>0rtator, London. 

Tbara aia not naay thinga rarar than a Ihorooghly dellghtlhl book, bat Mr. 
^oi aoat hava tha credit (aloea the author herself la paat receiving it) of hariag 
yrartdad raadera of to-day with this rarity.— ^<A«iMetim, Londuu. 

Tba great book of the year.— X r. Jlfatf ami ExprtM, 

A U& apeot among peraona whoee converaatinne and thooghta ware fiir tbt 
aoei pait wall worth recording; while certain pecnliaritlee of poeltloo, and an 
«Tldaat power of peraonal attraction— mainly doe, aa It woold aeem, to dellcata 
peraipCtoM and to a aympathetic and Inqalring apirit, together with a lively taa>- 
per and agreat eenae of Ihn and hsmor— gave thejoarnaliat aoaM onoaoal advan* 
tagaa.— Atfnrrfair Rtwitm, London. 

Tba ToloaM haa been prodnced with everything in ita Civor to inanra It a wida 
popniarity. We have rarely met with any work which exerciaed ao Irraalatlbla a 
feadnafVwi over oor wilL It haa been well edited.— itMufemy, London. 

One of tha brighteet, moet interesting, and permanently valoabla diariaa ever 
given to tha pablic * * * We have read no book of the kind richer in material fbr 
Iho hietorian and biographer, and In pictures of men and women whom the world 
wonid wieh to know. So rich waa her environment that it moat have been a lib- 
oral adncation to have lived In the house. The Coleridgea, Ilartley end I>erwent, 
John Stnait Mill, John Sterling, Sir John Dowring, Dr. BockUnd, Profieeeor Owen, 
Jaasaa Anthony Fronde, Carlyle and hla wito, P. IX M anrice, W. & Ponter, Biahop 
8taaley,8ir Thooaaa Powell Bozton, Arthur Ilelpe, Baron Bnnaen, Dean Stanly, 
Jenny lind, Lonia Blanc, Tannyeon, Thackeray, Phraday, Charlea Kingalfy, John 
Bright, and aeorea of othara, were gneata of her Cithar, or ware her ovra eofraapood* 
anta. Thay appear In theee pagee with an interest which wiU hold the reader to 
tha and. * * * We dnd on every page ntattar of weight and of tnta i ae t Theaa 
''Xeaaarlea of Old Priende** are flweinating beyond the ordinary meaning of that 
word. To all who woold understand the literary and adentiflc lift of Bngland 
amaa Mi la 1871 they wUl be a necaseity.— CAriKian itdasealc, K. T. 

Carlyla parvadea tha entire book, and a large number of hie oplnlona oa avary 
variaCsr aCanb)aci are given. * * * A mine of literary anecdote and ramlnlecenee, 
■aaify avary page containing aooM qnotabla eztracta.* * * Miee Piozls pktare of 
Cariyla ia probably asora trathChl than auny of tha asora alaborata 
which haiabaaa raeaatly glvaa to tha world. S m Fim mt it m CktmMt, 
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ENGLISH MEN OF LEHERa 



EDITED BY SGBJX MOBUBY. 



Tbt following toloBiM art sow readjt 

JOHNSON • LtMUM Srsnmi. 

GIBBON J. ailoBuoii. 

SCOTT « B. n. UirrToir. 

SnELLBT J. A. Smomio. 

IIUMB ProfeMor Uuzur. 

GOLDSMITU WiiAiAM BiJkoac 

DEFOB William Mimto. 

BURNS Principal 8iXA»r. 

8PENSBR. Tb« Dcak or St. Paul**. 

TUACKBRAT Aiimoinr TmoiMoru, 

BURKB Joan MoBLxr. 

HILTON Mabx Pattmox. 

SOUTHBY ProCoMor DownsK. 

CHAUCEB ProfbMor A. W. Wabuw 

BUNTAN J. A.FB001IB. 

COWPBR. QoLDWw SMira. 

POPS Lnuc SnEnm. 

BYRON John Niodou 

LOCKS. rr.TBOMAa FowLsn. 

WORDSWORTH. F.llma. 

DRYDEN. aSAiirraBijmT. 

LANDOR. Pirofenor Sidmbt Coltol 

DBQUINCEY ProfbMor IX MAflMx. 

LAMB , Tbo Rot. Altbo AwosB. 

BBNTLEY Ptofowor Jbm. 

ItoMH Oloth, n conts per ? olumt. 

HAWTHORNS. By Hhibt jAMit, Jr ISmo^ CloUi, $1 (Ml 

V0LUHS8 IN PREPARATION i 

SWIFT Jomi KoiLST, 

GRAY Jonif IfoBLBT. 

ADAM SMITH. Lbomabs B. Coubtmbv. 

DICKENS ProliBiMrA.W.WAB». 
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BURNS'S LIFE AND WORKS. 



The Life and Works of Bobert Borna. Edited 
by BoBEBT CnAifBKRB, 4 voU., ISinO) Cloth, 
$6 00; Ualf Calf, $13 00. 

Mr. Cliiiiiberi*8 cditioa it Uie cooiplttcft praMntAlaoD of Uie Sooi- 
tkb pod in cxiftcnoe. Hit ▼mrioiit ooinpotiUoDt are bert ttrnng ia 
ttrieft dironologletl order npoo Uit Memoir, Uiat they mt J render np 
the wbolt light wlUdi they art qntlified to throw upon the hittorj c^ 
the lift tnd mental progrett of Bums, while a now tignificanot it 
giftn to them by their being read in eonnection with the current of 
erentt and emotkmt which led to their production. Tht retolt of 
tUt plan It not nierelj a great amount of new biographical detail, 
b«t a new ttntt^ efficaq', and feeling in the writingt of tht poet 
himttlt 

AB thai rtmaint of Burnt, the writingt he hat left, teem to nt 
no more than a poor mutiUted fraction of what wat in him; brief| 
broken gliroptet of a gcniot that could norcr tbow ittelf complete; 
thai wanted all thiogt for oompletenett— culture, Iciture, true eiforti 
naj, efen length of life. * * * There it toniethiog in hit poemt which 
forbidt the motc fattidiout ttudent of poetry to patt them by. * * * 
Tht eic e ll e nct of Burnt it, indeed, among the rmwi^ whether In 
poetry or proiw; but, at the tame time, It it plain, and eatily rtoog- 
miaed— hit inditputable air of truth.— TuoxAt Cailtli. 

Bnmt it by far the greatctt poet that erer tprung from the botom 
of the people, and lired and died in an humble condition. He wat 
boni a poet, if erer man wat, and to hit natirt geniut alone It ow- 
ing the perpetuity of hit fame. * * * Whaterer be the faultt or tho 
defectt of tht poetry of Burnt and no doobi it hat mtny it hati 
beyond aU that wat erer written, thit greatetl of all meritt, inttnttb 
Ufo-ptrftdhig^ and lift-brtathing truth.— Froftttor Wmoii (CMilt> 
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